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BURSES 

FOR  THE 

EDUCATION  OF  SEMINARIANS 

Each  burse  that  is  completed  means  that  one  student  is  educated 
perpetually  through  the  money  realized  from  the  invested  burSe  funds. 
If  we  had  enough  burses  to  cover  the  students  in  the  Seminary  then  none 
of  the  funds  contributed  by  the  benefactors  would  be  needed  to  pay  for 
the  students.  That  would  mean  that  all  funds  donated  from  day  to  day 
could  go  directly  to  the  mission  field  for  the  work  for  souls.  It  is  import- 
ant that  we  complete  these  burses.  Won’t  you  help? 


PORT  HOOD  BURSE  $ 941.49 

ST.  MADELEINE  SOPHIE  BARAT  2,769.15 

Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Halifax,  N.S.  25.00 

LITTLE  FLOWER  BURSE  NO.  2 2,570.00 

Mrs.  E.  C.,  Peterboro,  Ont 2.00 

J.  E.  D 5.00 

IMMACULATE  HEART  OF  MARY  3,715.48 

Mrs.  T.  E.  F.,  Outremont,  Que 10.00 

ST.  JUDE  1,644.50 

N.  M.,  Sydney,  N.S 10.00 

Mrs.  A.  L.,  Pembroke,  Ont 2.00 

ST.  PHILOMENA  100.00 

ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  1,257.00 

HOLY  NAME  OF  JESUS  947.35 

SACRED  HEART  BURSE  NO.  2 1,121.16 

A Friend,  Witless  Bay,  Nfld 5.00 

COMFORTER  OF  AFFLICTED 805.00 

JESUIT  MARTYRS  BURSE  576.43 

G.  F.  B.,  Montreal,  Que 10.00 

HOLY  SOULS  BURSE  NO.  2 589.16 

MSGR.  McKEON  BURSE  230.00 

REV.  DR.  FOLEY  BURSE  213.00 

ST.  JOSEPH’S  BURSE  714.62 

C.  O.,  Toronto,  Ont 5.00 

ST.  CHRISTOPHER’S  BURSE  NO.  2 208.20 

ST.  ANTHONY’S  BURSE  NO.  2 533.00 

A Grateful  Suppliant  10.00 

IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION  BURSE  NO.  2 519.60 

BLESSED  SACRAMENT  1,302.82 

ST.  ANN’S  251.00 


Address  all  contributions  to  the 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS  ONTARIO 
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Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
March  31,  1950 


Dear  Readers: 

For  more  than  thirty  years — ever 
since  the  first  edition  of  two  hundred 
copies  appeared  in  October,  1919,  — 
the  official  organ  of  our  Society  has 
been  published  under  the  name 
“CHINA.”  You  are  now  reading  the 
first  copy  of  our  magazine  under  its 
new  title,  “THE  SCARBORO 
MISSIONS.” 

It  was  a happy  inspiration  that  led 
Father  Fraser  to  christen  his  maga- 
zine with  the  name  of  the  country  to 
which  all  his  efforts  were  being  de- 
voted, when  he  established  the  China 
Mission  College  in  Almonte,  Ontario, 
in  1918.  As  the  work  progressed  and 
the  location  changed  to  Scarboro 
Bluffs,  in  1924,  the  popular  designa- 
tion of  the  headquarters  was  with  the 
emphasis  still  on  China,  and  we  be- 
came known  as  “China  Mission 
Seminary.” 

Then  came  the  recognition  by  the 
Holy  See  of  our  constitutions  and  our 
name  was  changed  legally  and  canoni- 
cally, to  “The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sion Society.”  The  scope  of  our 
work  was  no  longer  limited  to 
China.  Henceforth  our  members 
would  go  wherever'  the  Holy  See 
asked  them  to  work.  The  whole  mis- 
sion world  became  our  possible  field 
of  action.  So,  no  matter  in  what 
part  of  the  world  the  Scarboro 
Fathers  may  he  working,  the  maga- 
zine THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
will  truly  represent  their  record  of 
achievement,  and  clearly  indicate  the 
universality  of  our  mission  interest. 

THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  will 
continue  with  the  same  aims  and 


purpose  that  the  CHINA  has  served 
so  well  since  its  foundation.  It  will 
seek  to  promote  mission  conscious- 
ness among  Canadian  Catholics,  to 
make  them  aware  of  the  needs  of  the 
world-wide  Church.  In  so  doing  it 
will  appeal  for  vocations  and  mission- 
ary alms  to  enable  the  Scarboro 
Mission  Society  to  play  a worthy 
part  in  that  Apostolate  which  is  in  the 
words  of  Pope  Pius  XI,  “The  sole 
reason  for  the  Church’s  existence.” 

The  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
makes  no  pretense  to  be  other  than  a 
mission  magazine.  It  is  directed  to 
no  particular  class  of  reader  but  to 
all  classes.  It  hopes  to  awaken  in 
them  the  desire  to  assist  the  Cana- 
dian priests  and  Sisters  to  do  a good 
job  as  their  representatives  in  Mis- 
sion countries. 

It  is  with  a tinge  of  regret  that 
we  see  the  name  change  because  the 
magazine  under  the  title  CHINA  has 
been  a welcome  monthly  visitor  in 
the  homes  of  many  thousands  of 
Catholics.  It  has  served  well  the 
cause  of  the  Missions.  Now  we  ask 
that  you  give  the  new  name  the 
same  welcome  as  the  CHINA  received 
while  it  faithfully  recorded  the  forma- 
tive period  of  the  Society.  THE 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  faces  the 
future  and  may  it,  its  readers  and  the 
work  it  sponsors  be  blessed  in  the 
service  of  God. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ. 

Thos.  McQuaid,  S.F.M. 

Superior  General 


+ + + 


MISSIONS 


Page  Three 


The  House 
at  47 
Takanawa 


By 

Gerald  Kelly 

S.F.M. 


There  are  many,  many  houses 
in  Shinagawa  in  suburban 
Tokyo.  Surrounded  by  high 
walls,  they  all  look  very  much 
alike,  all  are  made  of  wood,  paper 
and  glass,  all  shake  when  a truck 
rumbles  through  the  narrow  streets 
or  a not  infrequent  earthquake  passes. 
One  house  in  Shinagawa,  the  one  at 
47  Takanawa,  is  different  from  the 
rest.  It  shelters  not  Shinto  shrines 
and  a pagan  family,  but  Jesus  Christ 
and  a family  of  His  priests.  It  is 
the  home  in  Japan  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  Though  it 
may  look  like  many  another  house  in 
Shinagawa,  this  house  is  venerable  in 
its  history,  for  its  history  is  one  with 
that  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Japan. 
The  story  of  the  Church  in  Japan  is 
a saga  of  blood  and  sorrow,  and  it  is 
only  against  that  background  that  the 
significance  of  47  Takanawa  can  be 
appreciated. 


Thirty  Thousand  Martyrs 

‘^God  works  in  mysterious  ways 
His  wonders  to  perform.”  It  was  a 
storm  at  sea  that  first  drove  a 
Portuguese  vessel  to  Japanese  shores 
in  1542  and  seven  years  later  the 
Gospel  followed  in  the  wake  of 
the  new  discovery.  On  August  15th, 
1549,  St.  Francis  Xavier,  accompanied 
by  two  other  missionaries,  landed 
in  Kagoshima  in  Southern  Japan. 
Others  followed  him,  and  less  than 
a century  later  the  Catholic  popula- 
tion of  Japan  totalled  almost  two 
million  souls.  But  the  Buddhist 
priests,  so  long  held  in  check  by 
rulers  friendly  to  Christianity,  finally 
found  a man  willing  to  give  ear 
to  their  lies,  and  powerful  enough  to 
attempt  the  eradication  of  the  hated 
‘^foreign”  religion.  In  1597  the  cruci- 
fixion of  26  Christians  at  Nagasaki 
opened  a long  series  of  Japanese 
martyrdoms.  In  the  time  of  the 
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Roman  Empire  the  persecutions  lasted 
300  years,  but  they  were  not  continu- 
ous: there  were  intervals  of  relative 
peace  when  the  Christians  could 
breathe  and  recover  strength.  But 
in  Japan  it  lasted  without  interrup- 
tion for  more  than  250  years  and 
during  the  whole  of  that  long  period 
the  Christians  did  not  enjoy  a 
moment  of  rest. 

Not  only  that,  but  the  tortures 
were  exceptionally  cruel.  This  fact  is 
borne  out  by  the  unimpeachable 
testimony  of  eye-witnesses,  the  Dutch 
Protestants,  who,  in  spite  of  their 
hatred  for  everything  Catholic,  still 
openly  declared  that  the  Japanese 
Catholics  suffered  tortures  which 
surpassed  in  unbridled  cruelty  the 
most  horrible  torments  the  Christians 
had  ever  had  to  undergo  in  any  land. 
At  least  30,000  Christians  died  for 
the  Faith  during  this  period.  Some 
would  say  that  the  atomic  bomb 
which  ended  the  war  and  snuffed  out 
the  life  of  thousands  of  Catholics 
in  Nagasaki  was  the  force  which 
breached  the  massive  wall  of  pagan- 
ism and  allowed  Catholic  mission- 
aries to  pour  into  the  country.  To 
the  mind  of  Faith,  however,  the  blood 
of  Martyrs  poured  out  in  that  same 
Nagasaki  has  finally  triumphed,  mak- 
ing the  barren  soil  of  Japan  fertile 
again  for  the  seed  of  Christianity. 
Once  more  the  blood  of  martyrs 
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47  Takanawa 


has  become  the  miraculous  seed  of 
Christians!  Is  it  too  much  to  claim 
that  the  house  on  Takanawa,  like 
every  Catholic  mission  house  in 
Japan  today,  owes  its  existence  to 
the  30,000.? 

Sheep  Without  a Shepherd 

The  uninterrupted  persecution  left 
the  Christians  who  escaped  death, 
without  priests  to  minister  to  them. 
They  were  sheep  without  shepherds. 
But  the  Faith  did  not  die.  In  1858, 
261  years  after  the  purge  began, 
Japan  opened  to  foreign  Powers  the 
three  ports  of  Yokohama,  Nagasaki, 
and  Hakodate.  At  the  same  time  she 
made  commercial  treaties  with  the 
West,  permitting  foreigners  to  put 
foot  on  Japanese  soil  in  the  open 
ports,  and  even  to  build  churches 
there,  though  for  their  own  use  only. 
In  all  haste  the  missionaries  entered 
through  the  half-open  gate.  In  1864 
Nagasaki  beheld  a small  Gothic 
church  rise  slowly  on  the  slopes  of 
Oura,  just  in  front  of  the  holy 
mountain  where  the  crosses  of  the 
hrst  26  Martyrs  had  stood.  The 
Queen  of  Martyrs  was  taking  jiosses- 
sion  of  Her  throne.  Shortly  after- 
wards, Mary  drew  thither  the  de- 
scendants of  the  Christians  who  had 
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remained  faithful.  Secretly  for  fear  of 
the  authorities,  but  in  great  numbers 
nevertheless,  thousands  of  people 
in  the  neighbourhood  came  forward 
and  announced  that  they  were  Catho- 
lics. Questioned  by  the  priests,  they 
revealed  one  of  the  most  interesting 
stories  of  all  time. 

How  the  Faith  Was  Kept  Alive 

The  religious  organization  of  the 
Christians  was  remarkable  and  every- 
where it  was  identical.  Every  village 
had  a headman,  the  faithful  guardian 
of  the  Catechism,  the  official  guide  of 
their  Faith,  which  had  been  drawn  up 
in  the  good  days.  Next  to  him,  came 
the  Baptizer  whose  special  duty  it 
was  to  administer  Baptism.  In  the 
thii;d  position  came  a number  of 
Kikiyaku  to  whom  it  fell  to  publish 
the  Feast  and  the  Holy  Days  of 
Obligation.  Each  Chief  presided  over 
the  meetings  in  his  ward  whenever 
such  meetings  could  be  held.  They 
were  held  in  the  day-time  in  some 
private  house,  or  on  a mountain-top, 
but  often,  too,  under  cover  of  dark- 


ness. The  Baptizer  had  by  his 
side  a “pupil-baptizer”  who  would 
succeed  him  in  case  of  death,  or 
on  the  expiry  of  his  ten-year  term  of 
office.  These  apprentices  had  to 
study  with  all  care  the  formula  and 
rite  of  Baptism  and  assist  the  Baptizer 
for  five  years.  This  precaution  was 
taken  partly  because  of  the  prime 
importance  of  Baptism,  and  partly 
through  fear  that  some  alteration 
might  be  made  in  the  Latin  formula. 

The  Christians  possessed  a book 
called  ‘‘Contrican”  (Contrition)  com- 
posed in  1603,  besides  a short  sum- 
mary of  Catholic  Doctrine  in  ten 
articles,  it  contained  prayers  from  the 
Ritual  for  the  hour  of  death,  the 
Fifteen  Mysteries  of  the  Rosary,  the 
Commandments  of  God,  the  Our 
Father,  Hail  Mary,  Credo,  Confiteor, 
Salve  Regina,  and  lastly  the  Sign 
of  the  Cross,  all  in  Japanese.  They 
piously  preserved  the  few  objects 
of  piety  which  had  been  handed  down 
by  their  ancestors:  Rosaries, — some- 
times even  single  beads,  old  engrav- 
ings, medals,  etc. 
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Catholic  neighbours  hear  Mass  at  “AT' 


Of  all  the  feasts  of  the  year,  the  one 
celebrated  with  the  greatest  pomp  was 
the  Nativity.  As  they  had  been 
told  that  the  Divine  Child  was  born  in 
a stable,  those  who  possessed  an  ox 
swept  his  stable  clean  on  that  day, 
provided  him  with  an  abundance  of 
straw  to  lie  on,  and  gave  him  red  rice 
to  eat,  a delicacy  served  to  humans 
only  on  the  great  feast  days.  In 
front  of  the  stable  they  placed  a 
bucket  into  which  they  poured  water 
for  the  Baby’s  first  bath.  Lest  the 
Divine  Child  might  shiver  from  the 
cold  they  put  up  a good  fire  in  the 
brazier  throughout  the  whole  night, 
and  everyone  recited  the  “Ave  Maria” 
150  times.  During  Lent  they  abstain- 
ed from  flesh  meat,  and  it  was  during 
this  season,  too,  that  they  learned 
all  their  prayers  by  heart.  As  a 
rule  they  hardly  ever  ceased  reciting 
the  Our  Father  and  Hail  Mary. 
This  was  perhaps  a surviving  form  of 
the  Holy  Rosary  which  had  formerly 
been  so  popular. 

We  are  told  that  the  Act  of  Contri- 
tion was  very  often  recited.  At  the 
pagan  New  Year’s  festival  they  were 
forced  to  tread  on  Sacred  Images. 
There  was  no  escaping  this  act  of 
desecration.  Resigned  to  the  in- 
evitable, these  poor,  shepherdless 
Christians  did  as  they  were  bidden 
and  walked  on  the  pictures  but  back 
in  their  homes  again  they  made 


countless  Acts  of  Contrition  to  atone 
for  their  weakness.  The  hope  that 
some  day  the  missionaries  would 
come  back  kept  up  their  courage. 
There  was  one  brief  interval  of  peace, 
but  fresh  persecutions  broke  out  and 
brought  the  Cross  to  them  again. 
Finally  a ‘^Regime  of  Toleration” 
was  instituted  in  1873.  This  was 
followed  in  1889  by  the  promulgation 
of  a Constitution  which  allowed 
liberty  of  conscience.  But  from  that 
time  till  the  end  of  the  late  war, 
progress  was  little  and  slow. 

The  end  of  the  war  brought  the 
Emperor’s  renunciation  of  his  ‘^divin- 
ity” and  this  created  a religious  void 
in  the  minds  of  the  Japanese  people. 
Catholic  missionaries  began,  then, 
to  pour  in,  bringing  our  Holy  Faith 
to  fill  that  void.  The  Good  Shepherd 
is  repaying  a hundred-fold  the  faithful 
prayers  of  His  sheep  abandoned 
during  those  hundreds  of  years. 
Pius  XII  issued  the  call,  and  his 
command  has  been  heard  by  a multi- 
tude of  Orders  and  Societies,  among 
them,  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  So- 
ciety. Thus  came  into  existence 
47  Takanawa. 


Fr.  McRae  and  house  pet 
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Be  Little 
and 

Be  Happy 

By 

Edward  J.  Lyons 
S.F.M. 


People  aren’t  happy  anymore. 
In  fact  they  seem  to  be  quite 
unhappy.  Very  often  writers 
bemoan  the  state  of  the  human  race 
today,  and  point  out  that  the  world 
is  a weary  old  man,  fed  up,  disgusted, 
disillusioned,  tired  of  his  own  excess- 
es. He  is  a very  frightened  old 
man,  withered  with  the  expectation  of 
things  to  come.  Love  is  frozen  in  his 
heart,  happiness  gone  out  of  his  life; 
he  is  lucky  to  break  even. 

Only  the  children  are  gay  and 
happy  today.  Children  generally  are. 
We  must  learn  from  them;  through 
them  we  can  find  our  way  hack  to 
courage,  conlidence  and  joy.  “Unless 
you  become  as  little  children,”  Our 
Lord  Himself  said  “you  shall  not 
enter  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.” 
There  is  such  a thing  as  being  too 
wise,  too  sophisticated,  too  serious, 
too  important,  too  big.  Real  joy  and 
happiness  is  something  that  comes  to 
the  simple,  unsophisticated,  light- 
hearted, humble,  to  the  little  ones. 
One  writer  says,  “It  is  those  that 
have  the  Faith  that  have  the  fun.” 


The  spirit  of  the  world  dries  up 
our  hearts  and  withers  our  bones;  the 
spirit  of  grabbing  and  getting  ahead, 
the  spirit  of  wanting  to  be  somebody 
and  having  as  much  as  your  neigh- 
bour. That  is  a fool’s  game  that 
can  go  on  for  ever,  the  players  end- 
ing up  with  sour,  seamy  faces,  bitter 
mouths  and  hateful  hearts.  Littleness 
takes  us  out  of  that.  If  you  will  be- 
come as  a little  child,  you  will 
straightaway  enter  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven,  and  it  is  the  prospect  of  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven  that  brings  you 
happiness  and  gaiety  and  joy.  Only 
“big”  people  take  this  world  seri- 
ously; be  little  and  you  can  laugh  at 
it. 

In  every  age  God  has  given  us  a 
special  saint  to  counteract  the  evils 
peculiar  to  that  age.  The  saint  for 
this  weary  modern  world  is  beyond 
all  doubt  the  Little  Flower  of  Jesus. 
The  world  held  promise  for  her,  but 
with  the  simplicity  of  a child  she 
turned  her  back  on  the  world  and 
gave  her  life  to  God.  She  found  the 
shortest,  quickest  way  to  the  King- 
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dom  of  Heaven,  and  she  found  it  be- 
cause she  was  “little.”  We  all  can  do 
the  same.  We  can  he  little,  whether 
we  are  in  the  religious  or  the  lay  state. 
If  we  are  little  we  will  find  the  short- 
est, quickest  road  to  happiness. 

We  are,  after  all,  only  passing 
through  this  world,  we  don’t  intend  to 
stay.  Therefore  of  what  importance 
are  fine  clothes,  great  wealth,  or  high 
position?  Let  us  be  little  and  it  will 
work  wonders  in  our  souls.  If  we  are 
little  before  God,  is  it  so  important  to 
be  big  before  our  neighbour?  Let 
us  practice  being  little  before  our 
neighbour,  and  we  will  be  truly  little 
in  eyes  of  God,  we  will  be  very  close 
to  Him.  “Whosoever  is  a little  one, 
let  him  come  unto  Me,”  are  God’s 
spoken  words. 

“You  shall  be  carried  at  the  breasts 
and  upon  the  knees  they  shall  caress 
you.  As  one  whom  the  mother 
caresseth,  so  will  I comfort  you.”  The 
Little  Flower  quotes  these  words  and 
says,  “If  all  weak  and  imperfect  souls 
such  as  mine  felt  as  I do,  none  would 
despair  of  reaching  the  summit  of 
the  mountain  of  Love,  since  Jesus 
does  not  look  for  deeds,  but  only  for 


gratitude  and  self -surrender.’’  After 
all,  who  are  the  grateful  ones?  Those 
who  are  little.  The  “big”  people 
feel  they  deserve  all  they  have,  and 
go  on  looking  for  more.  Who  will 
surrender  his  will,  which  is  his  very 
self?  Only  the  little  ones.  The  “big” 
ones  feel  they  need  theirs.  Those 
who  are  “little”  in  heart  give  them- 
selves to  gratitude  and  love,  and  they 
stay  young  and  happy  and  gay. 


Please  send  me  THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  for  one  year. 

Name  

Address  

City  Province  

Enclose  one  dollar  and  address  your  envelope  to: 

THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO,  CANADA 
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YOU  CAN’T  TAKE 
IT  WITH  YOU? 


Why  Not? 


OUR  LORD  HIMSELF  SAID,  ^‘Whatsoever  you  have 
done  unto  one  of  these  my  least  brethren,  you  have  done 
unto  Me”.  Repay  some  of  what  God  has  given  you  by  doing 
things  for  others.  By  leaving  money  in  your  Will  for  the 
spread  of  Christianity  through  the  work  of  missionaries  you 
will  be  doing  more  for  these  little  ones  than  anything  else 
you  could  do.  IT  WILL  BE  AN  INVESTMENT  THAT 
YOU  CAN  TAKE  INTO  ETERNITY  WITH  YOU.  IT  IS 
SIMPLE  ENOUGH.  WHY  NOT  DO  IT? 

In  the  Canadian  Banks  there  is  a sum  of  over  $3,000,000 
unclaimed.  This  is  a result  of  people  who  have  died  without 
mentioning  their  bank  account  in  their  Wills.  Idle  money, 
doing  nothing  because  of  negligence. 

All  that  need  be  said  in  your  will  is : 

“I  hereby  bequeath  to  the  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MIS- 
SION SOCIETY  $ for  the  missionary  work  of  the 

Society. 

A famous  French  author  once  wrote,  “Yon  go  down  into 
the  grave  clutching  only  that  which  you  have  given  away^\ 
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The  Noble  and 
The  Jester 


By 

R.  J.  Pelow 

S.F.M. 

A Thought  for  April 


IN  his  book  of  thoughts  for  daily 
living,  “Three  Minutes  A Day,” 
Father  Keller,  M.M.,  tells  the  tale 
of  an  English  Noble  who  gave  a 
Wand  to  his  court  Jester,  with  the 
direction  that  he  was  to  keep  it  until 
he  met  a greater  fool  than  himself. 
Many  years  passed,  and  there  came 
the  day  when  the  Noble  lay  dying.  He 
called  the  Jester  to  his  bedside  to  tell 
him  that  he  was  going  on  a long 
journey.  The  Jester  wanted  to 
know  where  his  master  was  going, 
how  long  he  would  be  gone  and 
what  preparations  he  had  made  for 
the  journey.  The  Noble  could  only 
answer  that  he  did  not  know  where 
he  was  going,  but  that  he  would  be 
gone  forever,  and  had  made  no  prepa- 
ration. On  hearing  that  the  Jester 
said  to  him:  “Then  take  this.  It 

belongs  to  you.”  And  he  gave  the 
Noble  the  Wand. 

As  we  draw  to  the  close  of  Lent 
the  Church  in  her  liturgy  vividly  re- 
calls to  our  minds  the  Death  of 
Christ,  and  it  is  well  for  us  to  reflect 
on  the  inevitable  journey  at  the  end 


of  our  own  lives.  If  a man  dies  in 
the  state  of  grace  we  know  where  he 
is  going,  just  as  we  know  when  he 
dies  in  the  state  of  mortal  sin.  The 
important  thing  obviously  is  the 
preparation  we  are  making  NOW  for 
the  journey  into  eternity,  the  eternity 
of  heaven  or  of  hell.  Since  we  begin 
to  die  as  soon  as  we  are  born,  only  a 
fool  makes  no  preparation.  The  wise 
man  prepares  by  a good  life,  which 
ends  in  the  state  of  grace. 

Today  we  hear  much  about  the 
hydrogen  bomb  and  the  possible 
liquidation  of  the  world.  Millions  of 
people  are  asking  what  they  can  do 
about  it.  One  thing  we  can  do,  and 
every  good  Catholic  does  it  — stay 
in  the  state  of  grace.  The  important 
thing  is  not  what  causes  our  death, 
but  what  state  we  are  in  when  it 
comes.  On  the  Cross  Christ  taught 
us  how  to  suffer  and  die.  During 
His  life  He  taught  us  how  to 
live  and  prepare  for  death.  It 
has  been  well  said  that  as  we  live, 
so  shall  we  die.  We  think  the  Noble 
in  the  tale  a greater  fool  than  the 
Jester.  What  of  ourselves? 
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^ /idle  Tvortsense  now 
and  then,  is  relished  hy  tite 
wisest  men  ** 


A long-winded  speaker  after  holding  forth  for  hours,  pulled  out  his  watch 
and  looked  at  it.  As  he  did  so,  he  heard  someone  in  the  audience  shout — “There’s 
a calendar  right  behind  you.” 


An  official  of  the  State  Department  encountered  a member  of  the  Polish 
Embassy  accoutered  with  raincoat  and  umbrella.  “Are  you  expecting  rain?” 
asked  the  official. 

“No,”  the  Pole  replied,  “but  we  just  got  word  that  it’s  raining  in  Moscow.” 


A young  English  officer  put  up  at  a famous  hotel,  neglecting  to  ask  the  room 
rate  first.  On  his  departure,  he  was  given  his  bill.  He  gazed  at  it  a moment,  then 
asked  the  cashier,  “Am  I correct  in  assuming  that  suggestions  from  your  patrons 
are  welcome?” 

“Certainly,”  said  the  cashier.  “Hasn’t  everything  been  satisfactory?” 
“Everything  has  been  fine,”  said  the  officer,  “but  I have  noticed  that  you  have 
a sign  posted  in  your  rooms  which  reads,  ‘Have  you  left  anything?”  Change  the 
sign  to  read,  ‘Have  you  anything  left?”’ 


During  the  war  an  unwilling  conscript  was  asked  by  the  Army  oculist  to  read 
a chart.  “What  chart?”  asked  the  draftee.  “Just  sit  down  in  that  chair  and  I’ll 
show  you,”  replied  the  doctor.  “What  chair,”  asked  the  man. 

Deferred  because  of  bad  eyesight,  the  draftee  decided  to  celebrate  by  going 
to  a nearby  movie.  When  he  went  to  sit  down  he  was  horrified  to  find  the  oculist 
in  the  seat  next  to  him.  “Excuse  me,”  said  the  conscript  as  calmly  as  he  could, 
“could  you  tell  me  if  this  is  the  North  End  bus?” 


A magician  performing  nightly  on  a cruise  ship,  was  greatly  embarrassed  by 
the  captain’s  parrot,  which  would  shriek  ‘phoney’  every  time  he  did  a trick. 

Then  one  day  the  ship  sank  in  a raging  storm  and  the  only  two  survivors 
were  the  magician  and  the  parrot,  drifting  helplessly  about  on  the  same  raft. 
The  first  day  went  by  and  neither  spoke.  The  second  day  also  passed  in  utter 
silence.  On  the  third  day,  the  parrot  turned  to  the  magician  and  hollered  at  him, 
“All  right  wise  guy  what  did  you  do  with  the  ship?” 


The  gravediggers,  we  hear,  have  organized.  They  are  taking  out  cards  with 
the  CIO  Canners’  and  Packers’  Union. 
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Along 

The 

y~  Road 

FROM  FATHER  PATRICK 
MOORE,  as  he  begins  the  pilgrimage 
through  Central  and  South  America 
with  the  Pilgrim  Virgin,  at  the 
request  of  the  Bishops  there: 

On  February  14th,  I left  Azua,  The 
shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary  of 
Fatima,  in  the  Dominican  Republic, 
with  the  Statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima.  Father  Jos.  Ernewein  came 
with  the  station-wagon  from  Bani  to 
get  me.  On  February  12th,  Father 
John  Fullerton  had  announced  to  his 
people  that  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  from 
Azua,  would  stop  one  night  in  the 
Church  of  Bani,  enroute  to  the  capi- 
tal, prior  to  leaving  by  air  for  the 
Island  of  Trinidad. 

When  we  approached  the  outskirts 
of  Bani  we  could  see  hundreds  of 
people  waiting  with  Father  Fullerton. 
On  reaching  them  we  stopped  and 
placed  the  statue  on  the  roof  of  the 
station-wagon,  and  went  slowly  on  in 
procession  to  the  Church.  People 
flocked  from  every  corner  of  the  city. 
That  night  the  Church  was  filled  with 
people  reciting  the  Rosary  for  the 
success  of  the  pilgrimage  to  Trinidad, 
Central  and  South  America  and 
Mexico.  The  people  waited  to  hear 
again  the  message  of  Fatima  that  the 
world  will  be  saved  through  penance, 
prayer,  and  a devotion  to  the  Imma- 
culate Heart  of  Mary,  because  God 
wills  it  thus. 

On  February  the  fifteenth  I left 
Bani  to  visit  the  leper  colony  here 


where  I write  this  note.  There  are 
180  lepers  here  in  every  stage  of  the 
dread  disease.  Seven  self-sacrific- 
ing sisters  are  here  caring  for  these 
people  with  the  same  spirit  with 
which  Father  Damien  won  the  hearts 
and  souls  of  the  lepers  of  Molokai. 
Due  to  the  shortage  of  priests  here, 
they  have  Mass  and  Holy  Com- 
munion only  twice  a week.  These 
sisters,  as  Father  Damien  before  them, 
are  teaching  the  world  that  Lepers 
can  be  helped,  and  that  above  all,  be- 
neath their  suff’ering  bodies, they  have 
immortal  souls  of  great  value.  Many 
of  the  people  here  were  ignorant  of 
their  faith  and  had  grown  indifferent 
to  it,  but  when  they  heard  of  the 
arrival  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin,  their 
joy  would  have  moved  the  hardest 
heart.  Many  of  them  are  remaining 
in  the  presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment and  Our  Lady’s  statue  all 
night  saying  their  Rosaries. 

I am  staying  tonight  in  one  of  the 
little  houses  prepared  for  me  in  the 
colony,  and  tomorrow  I will  sing  a 
High  Mass  for  the  people.  It  is  not 
hard  to  meditate  here  on  the  vanity  of 
all  life’s  passing  pleasures. 
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The  Rice  Paddy 

By 

John  P.  Kelly 

S.F.M. 


From  April  to  September,  there 
is  one  subject  of  conversation  in 
South  China  and  that  subject  is 
the  rice  paddy.  Whether  he  owns  a 
shop  in  the  town,  or  a few  fields  in 
the  country,  every  Chinese  spends  a 
great  deal  of  time  worrying  about  the 
little  plots  of  land  with  their  stone 
walls  about  them.  There  is  nothing 
strange  about  this.  If  the  rice  paddy 
brings  forth  a hundredfold,  there  will 
be  food  and  clothes  and  leisure  for 
all  during  the  coming  year.  If  the 
rice  paddy  fails,  there  will  be  hunger 
for  the  women  and  children,  and  long 
hours  of  work  in  the  big  cities  (with 
meagre  wages  indeed)  for  the  men. 
The  rice  paddy  feeds  South  China. 

Centuries  of  labour  have  gone  into 
these  paddies.  When  you  look  down 
the  sides  of  a valley  you  see  these 
little  plots  going  down,  step  by  step, 
as  far  as  the  eye  can  see.  They  form 
a gigantic  terraced  landscape,  each 
individual  field  or  paddy  being  about 
six  inches  of  a drop  from  its  neigh- 
bor higher  up  the  slope.  Every  paddy 
was  dug  out  of  the  hillside  by  hand, 
levelled  and  walled  round  by  stone 
and  mud,  so  that  the  water  would 
not  seep  through.  Each  year  more 
were  added  to  the  first  until  finally  the 
whole  valley  and  the  sides  of  the  hills 
— every  inch  of  arable  land  — was 
turned  into  rice-producing  paddies. 

Nursery 

In  the  growing  of  rice,  particular 
attention  must  be  paid  to  the  nursery. 


In  April,  the  work  begins  in  the  fields. 
One  small  plot  of  land  is  prepared 
and  the  rice  is  planted.  Then,  it  is 
flooded  with  water.  This  is  the 
nursery.  When  the  green  shoots  ap- 
pear above  the  water  they  are  ready 
to  be  translated. 

Meanwhile,  the  farmer  has  not  been 
idle.  All  day  long  he  and  his  water- 
buffalo  have  been  in  the  other  fields. 
The  heavy  rains  at  this  time  of  the 
year  flood  all  the  fields  and  the  farmer 
spends  days  ploughing  and  harrow- 
ing. All  day  long  you  can  hear  his 
“Hi-yah!  Hi-yah'’  as  he  drives  the 
slow-moving  buffalo  through  the  mud. 
Each  evening  he  climbs  up  on  the 
wall  of  the  field,  mud  to  the  knees, 
and  loads  his  plough  or  harrow  on 
his  shoulder  and  sets  out  for  home. 
In  China,  the  plough  or  harrow  is  not 
made  of  steel  but  is  wooden.  Every 
night  the  farmer  carries  it  home  for 
safekeeping. 

His  family  has  been  busy  too.  Each 
morning  the  children  have  gone  off  to 
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the  hills  to  cut  last  year’s  old  dry 
grass.  When  they  have  carried  it 
home,  it  is  mixed  with  last  year’s 
rotten  straw  and  both  are  burned, 
making  very  fine  fertilizer.  When 
the  young  shoots  are  translated,  this 
will  be  put  around  their  roots,  hand- 
ful by  handful,  all  underwater. 

Transplanting 

At  last  the  time  comes  for  trans- 
planting. The  wife  and  children  go 
to  the  nursery  we  have  already  de- 
scribed and  there  they  pull  the  young 
plants.  At  this  point  only  the  rice 
shoots  are  above  the  water.  When 
they  have  a handful  they  bind  them 
together  with  one  of  the  plants  and 
leave  them  standing  there  in  the  wate  r 
overnight.  Soon  the  nursery  has  been 
turned  into  a small  pool  with  islands 
of  green  floating  in  it.  Next  morning, 
at  daybreak,  the  whole  family  is  in  the 
fields.  The  bundles  are  collected  and 
brought  to  the  new  field  where  they 
are  to  grow.  Here  they  are  thrown 
into  the  water  with  an  accuracy  that 
would  be  envied  by  Bob  Feller.  Each 
bundle  of  shoots  is  placed  within  con- 
venient distance  of  its  neighbor  so  as 
to  facilitate  the  process  of  planting. 
Now  the  back-breaking  work  begins. 
The  whole  family  now  spreads  out 
at  the  end  of  a field,  each  person  knee- 
deep  in  the  mud.  Each  takes  a bundle 
of  the  shoots,  unbinds  the  bundle, 
and  then  one  at  a time  the  shoots  are 
planted  in  the  mud.  Each  row  of 
plants  must  be  straight  and  each 
plant  must  be  equidistant  from  the 
four  which  surround  it.  As  the  farmer 
finishes  one  row,  he  back  through 
the  mud  without  straightening  up  and 
begins  the  second.  All  day  long  he  is 
crouched  over  and  by  evening  when 
he  quits,  the  field  will  lie  in  front  of 
him,  row  on  row,  straight  every  way, 
from  whatever  angle  you  look. 

Tonight,  after  dark,  the  family  will 
work  again  in  the  nursery  preparing 
tomorrow’s  plants,  and  tomorrow  a 
new  field  will  be  planted.  For  the 
foreigner  this  is  the  most  beautiful 
time  of  the  year.  The  whole  country- 


side looks  like  a giant  rug,  with  its 
handwoven  patterns  ever  changing  as 
the  reflections  and  shadows  pass  over 
the  water.  At  this  time  of  the  year 
there  is  always  hope  of  a great  har- 
vest and  no  worries  as  long  as  there 
is  a lot  of  rain.  The  worst  thing 
which  can  happen  during  this  happy 
season  is  for  a farmer  to  be  teased 
by  his  neighbors  for  having  his  plants 
out  of  line.  Remarkably  though,  this 
is  seldom  the  case,  and  even  then  the 
deviation  is  of  the  slightest. 

Straw  Fertilizer 

The  straw  fertilizer  had  been  col- 
lected by  the  children  during  the 
Spring  and  now  it  has  its  use.  About 
a week  after  transplantation  has  taken 
place,  this  straw  is  taken  to  the  rice 
paddies  and  placed  around  the  roots 
of  each  plant.  In  Canada  we  spread 
it  all  over  the  field  but  in  China  this 
would  be  thought  extravagant.  They 
would  coin  a proverb  to  condemn  such 
wastefulness.  Instead,  the  farmer  gets 
down  into  the  mud  and  carefully, 
handful  by  handful  he  places  the  pre- 
cious fertilizer  around  the  roots  of 
each  plant.  Each  one  must  receive 
the  same  amount,  otherwise  some 
plants  will  be  larger  than  others,  taller 
than  their  neighbors  and  the  farmer 
will  have  to  undergo  more  teasing. 
If  short,  they  are  not  bearing  proper- 
ly ; if  long,  they  will  be  too  heavy  and 
fall  over  into  the  water. 

{Continued  on  page  18) 
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Again,  in  May  and  June,  the  farmer 
may  weed  his  fields.  For  this  he  has 
a circular  hoe  with  a long  bamboo 
handle.  This  is  shoved  in  and  out 
between  the  plants,  and  as  he  slides 
it  along  the  rows  it  tears  up  the 
weeds,  leaving  the  plants  standing  in 
the  clear  water. 

By  the  middle  of  June  the  plants 
have  grown  large  and  the  water  has 
disappeared  below  the  green  tops. 
The  rainy  season  is  over  and  worries 
begin  about  the  supply  of  water  on 
the  rice  fields.  If  there  is  too  much, 
the  mud  walls  around  each  field  may 
spring  a leak.  Overnight  all  the 
water  could  be  lost.  If  there  is  too 
little,  the  rice  plants  will  wilt  and 
turn  yellow  down  near  the  roots,  and 
there  will  be  nothing  to  eat  during 
the  coming  year.  Each  morning,  noon 
and  evening  you  will  see  the  farmer 
walking  around  his  paddies  scruti- 
nizing the  walls  and  especially  the 
little  water-gates  which  connect  one 
paddy  with  the  next  one  lower  down. 
The  tiny  gate  is  about  4 or  5 inches 
wide  and  is  made  of  mud  between 
two  stones.  They  place  a third  stone 
underneath  to  avoid  minor  erosion. 

Reservoirs 

If  there  has  been  no  rain,  water 
must  be  pumped  into  the  fields.  For 
every  few  fields  there  is  a reservoir. 
This  will  be  as  big  as  a swimming 
pool  and  perhaps  15  feet  deep.  On 
top  of  a hill  such  a reservoir  would  be 
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much  bigger,  in  fact  it  might  be  con- 
sidered a small  lake.  These  were  dug 
so  as  to  be  filled  with  water  during 
the  rainy  season  and  when  dry 
weather  comes  the  water  will  come 
into  its  own.  If  the  reservoir  is  on 
top  of  a hill,  the  force  of  gravity 
solves  the  problem  of  irrigation.  If 
at  a lower  level,  the  farmer  uses  a 
treadmill.  A long  narrow  trough  is 
lowered  into  the  water.  Through  this 
trough  runs  an  endless  chain  of  bam- 
boo paddles  which  fit  tightly  against 
the  sides.  At  the  top,  where  the  end 
of  the  trough  reaches  over  the  stone 
wall,  there  is  a large  wooden  wheel 
around  which  the  chain  of  paddles  is 
passed. ' This  is  the  treadmill  and  dur- 
ing the  dry  season  *you  will  hear  its 
“creak”,  “creak”  all  day  long  as  the 
farmer  and  his  family  draw  the  water 
from  the  reservoir  into  the  paddy. 

At  the  end  of  July  the  rice  has 
reached  its  full  growth.  The  bright 
tropical  green  of  the  early  summer 
has  turned  to  a dark  duller  green 
color.  Bright  green  is  a symbol  of 
hope;  the  duller  color  now  betokens 
a growing  worry.  The  plants  have 
already  shot  out  and  the  heads  are 
filling.  Each  day  they  bend  over, 
heavier  on  the  stems.  It  is  time  that 
the  plants  were  ripening  and  the 
farmer  wishes  to  hurry  this  along  so 
that  he  may  have  his  new  rice  as  soon 
as  possible.  Now  he  drains  all  the 
water  from  his  fields  and  leaves  the 
rice  high  and  dry.  This  will  ripen 
it  more  quickly.  Three  weeks  later 
he  begins  to  cut.  There  is  a great 
worry  at  this  time.  A dry  rot  may 
come  which  he  calls  the  “when-bing 
This  plague  is  a constant  threat  and 
can  destroy  the  heads  of  the  rice  in 
a few  days.  Sometimes  it  comes  when 
the  rice  is  still  underwater  so  there  is 
no  way  of  being  safe  from  it. 

At  last,  by  mid-August  the  rice  is 
ready  to  cut.  The  whole  family  goes 
to  work  in  the  fields  again.  The  entire 
crop  is  cut  by  hand,  each  person  using 
a sickle.  When  a bundle  is  accumu- 
lated, the  farmer  carries  it  over  to 
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the  threshing  box  and  there  he  beats 
the  heads  against  the  sides  of  the  box 
until  all  the  grains  are  threshed  and 
have  fallen  into  the  bin.  In  the  eve- 
ning all  the  grain  is  put  into  baskets 
and  carried  home.  This  latter  pre- 
caution prevents  the  possibility  of 
theft;  in  fact,  many  farmers  sleep  in 
their  fields  during  this  season  to  pre- 
vent a thief  both  cutting  and  then 
stealing  the  grain  under  cover  of 
darkness. 

The  day  after  grain  is  taken  home 
in  baskets,  it  is  placed  on  big  bamboo 
mats  in  front  of  the  dwellings  to  dry. 
Here  the  members  of  the  family  can 
easily  keep  their  eyes  on  it.  When 
thoroughly  dry,  a circular  fan  is  used 
to  separate  the  grain  from  the  chaff. 
When  the  first  threshing  took  place, 
the  straw  was  stocked,  allowed  to  dry, 
and  saved  to  become  next  year’s  fer- 
tilizer. Now  there  is  a further  refining 
process,  this  time  with  the  fan.  This 
instrument  is  about  a yard  and  a half 
in  diameter.  The  farmer  tosses  the 
grain  2 or  even  3 feet  in  the  air;  the 
chaff  blows  away  with  the  wind  and 
the  grain  falls  back  on  to  the  fan. 
The  rice  still  has  its  shell  on  it  but 
all  the  straw  and  chaff  have  now  been 
separated.  The  product  is  now  a dark 
yellow,  like  oats  in  Canada.  Pro- 
tected by  this  shell  the  rice  is  stored; 
it  can  be  kept  indefinitely  and  has 
frequently  been  used  as  a medium  of 
exchange,  a sort  of  money.  Before 
it  can  be  used  as  we  know  it,  the  rice 
has  to  be  shucked.  This  process  will 
be  described  in  another  article. 
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From  Father  McKernan: 

We  hear  that  according  to  the 
official  figures  given  out  by  the 
communist  government,  32,000,000 
people  in  the  three  provinces 
of  Anhwei,  Shantung,  and  Kiang- 
su,  face  starvation  this  year.  The 
reasons  for  this  are  that  (1)  last 
year  China  had  one  of  the  worst 
floods  in  its  history,  and  that  rice 
crops  in  these  provinces  were  almost 
completely  wiped  out.  (2)  The 
Tungting  Lake  area  of  Hunan  pro- 
vince, called  the  Rice-bowl  of  China, 
was  inundated  and  many  of  the 
surrounding  provinces  that  had 
depended  on  this  bowl  will  be  with- 
out sufficient  rice  to  get  through  the 
year. 


Father  McKernan  says  that  the 
Catholic  Welfare  Committee,  of 
which  he  is  the  director,  is  making 
every  effort  to  carry  on  in  spite  of 
many  obstacles  and  that  the  work 
of  the  Catholic  hospitals,  dispensaries 
and  orphanages  has  made  the  people 
very  conscious  of  what  they  owe  to 
the  missionaries  in  the  works  of 
charity  that  they  perform.  However 
with  further  supplies  cut  off  from 
China  for  the  time-being  at  least  it 
is  just  a question  as  to  how  long  they 
can  carry  on. 

Father  McKernan  is  doing  a won- 
derful job  and  we  wish  him  every 
success  in  his  work. 
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MONSIGNOR  McRAE  INVESTED 


On  March  the  seventh,  in  the 
Seminary  Chapel,  the  Fathers  and 
students  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  their  former  Superior  General 
invested  by  Cardinal  McGuigan, 
Archbishop  of  Toronto,  as  a Pro- 
tonotary Apostolic.  The  Right  Rev. 
John  E.  McRae,  kneeling  before  the 
Cardinal  took  the  oaths  appropriate 
to  the  new  office,  and  received  from 
his  hands  the  Mitre,  Pectoral  Cross 
and  Ring.  Immediately  following  this 
investiture,  the  Cardinal  spoke  on  the 
priesthood,  and  paid  tribute  to 
Monsignor  McRae  for  his  many 
years  of  faithful  service  as  a priest. 
The  Cardinal’s  words  certainly  were 
not  lost  on  the  listeners. 

Monsignor  McRae  then  was  cele- 
brant at  solemn  benediction  in  the 
Seminary  Chapel.  At  the  dinner 
which  followed.  Father  McQuaid,  the 
present  Superior  General,  spoke  of 
the  debt  the  Fathers  and  students 
owed  Monsignor  McRae  and  extend- 


ed best  wishes  for  many  years  more 
in  the  society.  Monsignor  McRae, 
thanked  the  Cardinal  on  behalf  of  the 
Society,  for  the  honour  conferred 
upon  him,  and  in  words  both 
humourous  and  serious  spoke  of  his 
years  as  Superior  General.  THE 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  joins  his 
many  friends  in  wishing  him.  Ad 
Multos  Annos. 


To  Our  Benefactors 

One  of  the  Eathers  from  the  Domini- 
can Republic  writes  a thought  which 
might  bring  some  happiness  to  those 
who  have  helped  us  so  much  through 
sharing  with  us  some  of  the  material 
blessings  that  God  has  given  them. 
He  says: 

“Since  the  first  day  of  our  arrival 
in  the  Dominican  Republic  God 
blessed  our  work.  At  first  our 
churches  were  hardly  filled  once  for 
Mass  on  Sunday.  Now  they  are  al- 
ways filled  and  we  have  more  priests 
than  ever  here.  Thousands  of  people 
are  being  instructed  who  knew 
nothing  about  their  religion,  and 
thousands  are  receiving  the  sacra- 
ments who  had  not  received  them  in 
their  lives.  As  I think  of  our  priests 
in  China  who  are  so  hampered  in 
their  work  by  the  present  circum- 
stances in  China,  I wonder  whether 
or  not  the  prayers  they  are  saying 
and  the  Masses  they  are  offering 
while  they  live  on  the  brink  of  mar- 
tyrdom, are  not  bearing  fruit  in  our 
work  here.” 

Remember  that  all  our  benefactors 
who  have  helped  us  in  any  way  are 
sharing  in  the  sacrifices  of  those 
priests  in  China  who  are  there  only 
because  of  the  support  these  bene- 
factors have  given  us.  You  have 
helped  them.  Don’t  forget  that  they 
too  have  helped,  and  are  helping,  you. 
Pray  for  them  and  their  people. 
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^tstteousness 

toiU  fjclp  otfjers  i 

[ Education  has  always  been  an  ideal  for  the  Chinese  people. 

► In  that  distant  land  the  scholar  has  always  been  respected.  .« 
^ And  of  all  the  fields  where  education  has  its  importance  surely  ^ 
^ there  is  none  to  surpass  morals  or  ethics.  Hence  we  agree 

► sympathetically  with  the  anxiety  of  this  great  people  to  , 
^ guarantee  the  moral  education  of  their  children. 

► At  the  same  time,  we  know  that  knowledge  can  be  sterile.  ] 
^ It  is  one  thing  to  know  what  to  do  and  quite  another  to  do  it.  ^ 

► The  discipline  of  the  will  is  as  important  as  discipline  of  the  ^ 
[ mind.  A knowledge  of  spiritual  things  cannot  fail  to  arouse 

► at  least  the  desire  to  help  others.  And  when  the  knowledge  is  . 
y one  which  is  really  convincing,  it  is  no  longer  purely  speculative 

^ but  overflows  into  real  life.  Such  must  be  the  knowledge  of 

► the  righteousness  man,  a knowledge  which  overflows  into  , 
^ charity. 

► 
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Chinese 

Bull-fight 


By 

Michael  Carey 

S.F.M. 


YOU  don’t  believe  it?  I don’t 
blame  you,  for  I wouldn’t  have 
believed  it  if  I hadn’t  seen  it 
myself.  Ten  years  in  China  and  I 
had  never  heard  of  it.  It  was  by  pure 
accident  that  I stumbled  on  the 
Chinese  bullfight,  and  watched  the 
latin  sport  take  place  in  the  most 
unlatin  surroundings  imaginable. 

With  my  catechist,  I was  making 
the  Fall  missions.  In  the  course  of 
the  rounds  we  were  called  to  one  cf 
the  larger  villages  in  the  hinterland, 
some  miles  off  the  highway.  There, 
dwelt  a lone  Christian  family  named 
Li.  Mrs.  Li  and  her  younger  son 
having  fallen  victims  to  Aphasia, 
had  sent  for  the  priest,  to  receive  the 
Last  Sacraments. 

Hurrying  through  the  village  ac- 
companied by  the  usual  chorus  of 
barking  dogs  and  screaming,  ragged 
children,  we  were  quite  surprised 
to  find  the  good  lady  not  even  at 
home.  She  wasn’t  far  away  though, 
for  by  preference,  she  and  her  son 
had  taken  up  field-quarters  in  the 
family  bull-pen.  There  they  were 
stretched  out  in  reclining  chairs  letting 
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their  moribund  bodies  drink  in  the 
life-giving  sun. 

It  was  a strange  place  to  find  the 
dying,  but  the  reason  was  soon 
obvious.  In  the  far  corner  of  the 
enclosure  stood  a bull,  surrounded  ■ 
by  about  fifty  villagers.  There  was 
to  be  a bull-fight.  The  excitement 
was  tremendous.  If  there  is  anything 
the  Chinese  love  more  than  their 
daily  food,  it  is  that  pervading  atmos- 
phere of  excitement  immediately  pre- 
ceding a popular  event.  Even  the 
dying  will  forsake  their  beds  to 
enjoy  it. 

I began  to  wonder  just  how  sick 
my  two  sheep  really  were.  However 
the  catechist  cast  a wary,  experienced 
eye  over  the  two  and  nodded,  his 
reassurance  that  they  were  not  long 
for  this  world.  One  has  to  make  the 
best  of  his  surroundings  and  so, 
preparations  made  and  catechist  as- 
sisting, I administered  the  Sacra- 
ments right  there  in  the  bull-pen. 

This  ministration  finished,  the  big 
black  bull  in  the  corner  once  more 
became  the  centre  of  attention.  As 
I was  led  back  to  the  house  for  the 
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noon-day  rice  I wondered  how  it 
happened  that  after  ten  years  in 
China  I hadn’t  even  heard  of  such  a 
thing  as  a bull-fight.  At  the  first 
opportunity  I asked  the  catechist. 
He  just  laughed  very  knowingly, 
and  when  I pressed  further  he  told 
me  frankly,  the  answer.  There  was 
a lot  of  superstition,  and  heavy 
gambling  connected  with  the  bull- 
fights and  for  that  reason  the  good 
Fathers  had  always  been  led  carefully 
away  from  the  scene  by  vigilant 
Christians.  I had  taken  them  by 
surprise. 

The  meal  finished,  I joined  the 
group  around  the  bull.  This  animal 
was  in  the  process  of  being  gorged 
with  the  richest  of  foods,  channeled 
down  the  poor  beast’s  throat  with 
a long  bamboo  dipper.  The  first 
course  was  gruel  made  of  bran  and 
grain,  loaded  into  the  animal  until 
he  was  belching  in  agony.  The  next 
treat  was  made  of  extraordinary 
ingredients.  Three  pounds  of  the 
best  rice  wine,  mixed  with  a quantity 
of  opium,  a generous  pound  of 


fragrant  linseed,  with  a further  pound 
of  red  sugar,  and  finally  a little  ginger 
and  spice  all  found  their  way  down 
the  bull’s  throat.  The  beast  shivered, 
but  held  the  potion  on  his  stomach. 

More  excitement,  indicated  the 
arrival  of  the  villagers  from  the 
contending  village.  There  was  much 
good-natured  teasing,  while  the  visit- 
ors examined  the  bull,  and  took  odds 
on  the  contest.  Some  individuals 
edged  away  from  the  crowd  and  I 
gathered  the  bookmakers  were  on 
their  way  to  take  bets.  Things  were 
moving  fast. 

A big  cushion,  gay  with  a dozen 
flags  signifying  past  victories,  had 
been  tied  to  the  shoulders  of  the  bull. 
A red  cloth  band  around  his  girth, 
a padded  leather  shock-absorber 
across  his  forehead,  a brilliant  red 
cord  through  the  ring  in  his  nose 
and  our  hero  was  ready  for  the 
stamping  ground.  Two  little  ragged 
heralds  with  horn  and  drum,  the 
proud  owner  in  full  strut,  led  the 
bull  on  his  way,  and  all  the  well- 
wishers  followed  after. 


In  the  Latin  manner 
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The  jousting-field  was  simply  a 
rice  paddy  with  about  six  inches  of 
water  in  it,  nestling  in  a gulch  with 
the  three  steeply-inclined  hillsides 
making  a natural  amphitheatre.  At 
either  end  of  the  paddy  stood  an 
arch,  profusely  decorated  with  red 
bunting,  the  arena  gates.  The  grand- 
stands were  a sea  of  color  with  the 
throng  dressed  in  their  best,  sucking 
sugar-cane,  munching  peanuts  and 
water-melon  seeds,  babbling  with 
the  excitement  of  little  children  at  a 
circus. 

The  Li  bull  from  our  village  was 
led  past  the  throng  and  marched  to 
the  temple  of  the  local  spirit,  built 
on  a nearby  hill.  Within,  the  temple 
guardian,  incense  alight  before  the 
Buddha,  made  the  bull  lower  his 
head  three  times  in  obeissance  as  his 
victory  flags  fluttered  and  a long 
blast  was  blown  on  a bugle.  Paganism 
permeated  the  air,  and  I had  goose- 
pimples  watching  it. 

The  animals  were  led  into  the 
arena,  the  other  bull  being  slightly 
lighter  in  weight  and  colour,  but  a 
little  more  agile.  The  winner  would 
double  in  value  while  the  loser  would 
draw  a poor  price  at  best.  Excitement 
was  high.  Four  men  accompanied 
each  bull.  As  the  bulls  met  nose  to 
nose,  a judge  snatched  a handful 
of  mud  from  the  paddy  and  threw  it 
in  the  face  of  the  lighter  bull.  A roar 
went  up  from  the  bull,  not  the  crowd, 
and  the  fight  was  on.  Back  and  forth 
they  went  roaring  and  pushing. 
Finally  the  Li  bull,  head  almost 
completely  under  water,  lifted  his 
lighter  opponent  and  flung  him  to 


one  side  and  then  pushed  his  advant- 
age, goring  him  as  he  went.  In  a 
few  minutes  it  was  a rout  and  the 
judges  stepped  in  to  separate  the 
gladiators.  The  bulls  were  parted 
but  not  until,  to  the  amusement  of 
the  audience,  no  less  than  four  of 
the  judges  got  a good  soaking.  The 
black  bull  was  led  triumphantly  to 
his  arch  where  he  received  anrother 
flag  to  add  to  his  trophies.  The  Li 
village  was  happy. 

There  were  several  other  fights 
on  the  card  but  I had  had  enough. 
The  catechist  was  thoroughly  dis- 
appointed that  I would  remain  no 
longer.  After  all  he  was  a real  part 
of  this  country  and  the  excitement 
was  in  his  blood.  We  brought  the 
story  of  the  victory  back  to  the  Li 
home,  but  I had  more  important 
things  to  say  to  them  at  that  time. 
I spoke  to  them  of  death  and  the 
judgment  that  inexorably  follows, 
of  their  creation  by  God,  and  of 
His  goodness  to  them,  of  the  coming 
of  Christ  and  its  meaning  in 
Christian’s  life,  of  the  promises  He 
had  made  and  their  fulfilment,  in 
His  own  time.  We  recited  the  Rosary 
together  and  bade  the  two  sick 
persons  farewell,  realising  that  we 
might  only  meet  again  in  Eternity. 

As  we  reached  the  highway  with 
still  enough  light  to  take  us  to  the 
next  village,  I couldn’t  help  but  think 
of  the  simplicity  of  these  people  and 
their  simple  amusements.  Everyone 
has  to  have  a baseball  game  or  some 
national  sport  of  sorts  even  if  it  is  a 
bull-fight.  It  was  a new  Chinese 
sport  to  me,  but  I guessed  we  were 
all  learning  every  day,  and  only  in 
Heaven  will  we  really  know  the 
answers. 
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Dear  Buds, 

Here  it  is  Spring  once  again  and 
all  around  us  people  are  puttering 
about  in  their  gardens.  All  the  neigh- 
bors ’round  about  here  are  raking  up 
the  dead  leaves  and  the  debris  of  the 
winter,  seeding  their  lawns  and  plant- 
ing all  manner  of  flowers.  I think  it 
is  high  time  that  we  of  the  Rose 
Garden  thought  about  putting  our 
little  plot  in  order.  Let’s  start  off 
with  the  determination  to  make  our 
Garden  lovelier  than  ever  before,  so 
that  Maytime  may  find  it  a very 
beautiful  offering  for  Our  Blessed 
Mother  and  a real  pride  and  joy  to 
St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus. 

It  may  well  be  that  some  of  us  have 
been  negligent  in  praying  and  work- 
ing for  the  missions.  Our  corner  of 
the  garden  may  be  a sad  sight,  with 
weeds  and  brambles  everywhere.  Let’s 
do  some  real  Spring  cleaning.  From 
now  on  we  will  promise  to  be  real 
active  missioners,  praying  each  day 
for  the  priests  and  sisters  in  China, 
Japan  and  Santo  Domingo;  going 
to  Communion  often  and  putting 
more  pennies  in  the  little  mite-box 


that  means  so  much  for  souls.  Some- 
thing else  we  could  do,  would  be  to 
interest  other  girls  and  boys  in 
joining  the  Little  Flower’s  Rose  Gar- 
den, so  that  our  garden  this  Spring 
might  be  just  full  of  lovely  blossoms 
to  offer  to  our  Risen  Lord. 

Above  all  else  dear  Buds,  be  good 
Catholic  boys  and  girls  — obedient  to 
your  parents  and  teachers,  kind  and 
charitable  to  your  friends  and  neigh- 
bors, pure  and  holy  in  every  word 
and  thought  and  act.  Of  what  use 
would  it  be  if  we  had  a lovely  gar- 
den, where  the  flowers  were  all 
withered  and  the  weeds  grew  in  wild 
abundance?  Our  prayers  and  offer- 
ings for  the  Missions  will  not  be 
acceptable  to  God,  if  we  ourselves  are 
not  leading  good  and  holy  lives.  So 
let  us  Spring  clean  also  in  the  garden 
of  our  own  hearts,  for  if  that  garden 
is  clean  and  beaiUiful,  then,  with  all 
these  lovely,  bright  roses  in  o\ur  gar- 
den for  the  Missions,  we  will  indeed 
be  able  to  accomplish  great  things  for 
God  and  for  souls. 

Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 
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. Dear  Father  Jim, 

Please  accept  this  offering  of 
money  which  I earned  myself  and 
now  wish  to  give  to  the  missions. 

I will  be  eleven  years  old  on  my 
next  birthday  and  am  in  Grade  VI. 
I hope  you  are  well. 

John  McCormick, 
Enfield,  N.S. 

Dear  John, 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your 
generous  present.  It  will  help  our 
missions  more  than  you  know.  Please 
keep  up  those  prayers  too.  There 
are  great  dangers  in  the  missions 
now,  especially  in  China,  so  remem- 
ber those  priests  and  sisters,  will 
you?  Thanks  again  for  the  gift. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

Sorry  such  a long  time  has  elapsed 
since  I sent  you  a contribution.  1 
find  that  pennies  are  too  hard  to 
save  these  days  so,  instead,  I have 
hit  on  a plan  that  works  much  better. 
/ like  animals  and  so  on  Nov.  24, 
1948,  / bought  a pair  of  hamsters. 
Since  then  they  have  increased  so 
much  that  I had  to  advertise  and 
sell  some  of  them.  I promised  to  give 
a quarter  of  all  returned  funds  to 


charity.  You  have  helped  so  many 
that  1 am  sure  you  will  put  this  little 
contribution  to  good  use. 

1 will  continue  sending  my  contri- 
bution, or  rather  my  hamsters’  con- 
tribution. Please  send  me  a mite  box 
if  possible. 

Yours  respectfully, 

James  E.  Rent. 

444  Connaught  Ave. 

Halifax. 

Dear  James, 

Many  thanks  for  your  contribution. 
You  certainly  have  a good  business 
head,  and  we  sure  hope  these  ham- 
sters continue  to  enjoy  the  best  of 
health  because  they  seem  to  be  pretty 
good  missionaries.  So  far  we  have 
no  animal  section  of  the  Rose  Gar- 
den, but  if  we  ever  do  I guess  we 
will  have  to  make  them  honorary 
members.  I am  very  glad  that  you 
have  promised  a quarter  of  the  pro- 
ceeds to  charity  because  what  ever 
you  do  for  the  poor  is  done  for  Our 
Lord  himself.  Keep  praying  for  the 
missions,  James,  and  I am  sure  that 
God  will  bless  you  with  a vocation 
some  day. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  are  the  names  of  the  girls 
and  hoys  of  grade  six,  St.  George’s 
School,  Ottawa,  who  wish  to  join 
the  Rose  Garden.  We  would  like 
about  t(welve  mite  boxes  and  hope  to 
fill  them  soon. 

Yours  truly, 

Margaret  Wendell. 

9 Stevenson  Ave., 
Ottawa. 

Dear  Margaret, 

That  sure  was  some  list  you  sent  in, 
Margaret,  and  you  sound  like  a real 
missionary.  Perhaps  it  is  because 
your  aunt  is  a missionary  Sister  in 
China,  or  am  I wrong?  Anyway  we 
welcome  the  hoys  and  girls  to  the 
Rose  Garden  and  we  want  to  remind 
them  that  praying  for  the  missions 
and  the  missionaries  is  the  best  way 
to  help  them,  and  then  saving  their 
pennies  is  the  next  best  way.  How 
about  Mass  and  Holy  Communion 
during  Lent?  Offer  it  for  the  mis- 
sions and  go  often.  Thanks  Marga- 
ret. 

Father  Jim, 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

1 have  been  saving  the  contents  of 
my  mite-box  since  last  June  and  so  I 
am  sending  it  now.  I should  have 
sent  it  for  Christmas  but  I just  didn’t 
get  around  to  it. 

It  is  very  cold  here  this  winter 
and  we  are  having  lots  of  hockey. 
Grand  Falls  hopes  to  win  the  Nfld. 
Championship  this  year.  The  girls 
are  hoping  to  start  a basketball  team. 
If  we  get  it  we  will  challenge  the 
Grade  IX  girls,  and  perhaps  the 
Grand  Falls  Academy.  I will  pray 
for  the  missionaries  every  day  and 
give  them  a special  intention  in  my 
Communions. 

Yours  truly, 

Ann  Manuel. 

Dear  Ann, 

We  received  the  contents  of  your 
mite-box,  and  it  certainly  was  a help 
to  us.  You  have  made  a good  job  of 


saving  your  pennies,  and  according  to 
your  letter  you  are  doing  your  best 
with  the  prayers  too.  We  can  never 
forget  that  the  prayers  are  even 
much  more  important  than  the  pen- 
nies. We  are  glad  that  you  are  so 
interested  in  sports  because  they  are 
very  good  for  young  people.  You 
have  to  work  hard  to  be  good  at 
athletics  and  you  have  to  work  hard 
to  save  your  soul,  and  so  one  is  good 
practice  for  the  other.  I hope  the 
hockey  championship  did  go  to 
Grand  Falls.  Did  it? 

Yours  truly  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

I would  like  to  join  St.  Therese’s 
Rose  Garden.  I am  in  grade  seven, 
and  am  eleven  years  old.  Gail  is  my 
little  sister,  nine  years  old.  Will  you 
please  send  me  a mite-box  and  I 
will  gladly  save  my  pennies.  I will 
try  and  get  others  also  to  be  buds  in 
St.  Therese’s  Rose  Garden  and  to  read 
CHINA.  I will  pray  for  the  mis- 
sions every  day. 

Yours  truly, 

Donna  Du  four, 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 
Arnherstburg,  Ontario. 


Margaret  Kelly,  6,  St.  Mary's  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 
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Dear  Donna, 

Welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden!  We 
will  be  very  happy  to  send  you  the 
membership  card.  You  have  promis- 
ed to  save  your  pennies  and  to  pray 
for  the  missions  and  that  makes  you 
eligible  for  the  Garden.  You  are  a 
real  missionary  if  you  get  others  to 
join,  because  the  more  young  people 
we  have  praying  and  working  for  the 
missions,  the  better  work  will  be  done 
by  the  priests  and  sisters  in  the  mis- 
sions. They  certainly  need  your 
prayers  now,  especially  those  who  are 
in  China  with  the  Communists. 

Yours  sincerely  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

W e would  like  to  have  our  'school 
enrolled  in  your  Society.  We  are 
euelosing  the  names  of  the  pupils  for 
the  Rose  Garden.  We  have  already 
started  eollecting  stamps  and  would 
like  a mite  box.  The  boys  and  girls 
would  like  to  have  their  names  in 


the  pen  pal  list,  and  they  all  enjoy 
the  CHINA  every  moment. 

The  Pupils  of  The  Veniee  School, 
Venice,  Alberta. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls, 

We  are  always  happy  to  hear  about 
a group  like  yours  coming  into  the 
Rose  Garden.  We  want  to  tell  you 
especially  to  keep  in  mind  the  rules 
for  the  Rose  Garden,  namely  that  you 
must  pray  for  the  missions  regularly 
and  you  must  help  the  missions  by 
saving  your  pennies  and  any  other 
way  you  can  think  of.  Certainly  we 
will  gladly  send  you  mite  boxes,  and 
put  your  names  on  the  list  of  pen 
pals.  You  can  write  to  other  boys 
and  girls  on  the  list  and  perhaps  see 
who  gets  the  best  ideas  on  how  to 
help  the  missions.  They  need  your 
prayers  especially  these  days  because 
the  missions  are  pretty  hard  in  China 
right  now. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


New  Members  and  Pen  Pals 


KINGSTON,  ONTARIO 

Waters,  Gerard,  12,  Richard,  8,  506 
Johnston  St. ; Watts,  Anne,  12,  358  John- 
son St. ; Watts,  Jean,  17,  40  Quebec  St. ; 
Watts,  Reginald,  9,  303  Barrie  St.; 

Wheeler,  Billy,  13,  168  Division  St. ; 

Whelan,  Jim,  9,  Heathfield;  Whelan, 
Margaret,  12,  St.  Mary’s  Orphanage; 
White,  Joan  A.,  15,  297  Division 

St. ; Whitmore,  Elva,  15,  210%  Montreal 
St. ; Whitty,  Barbara,  13,  Joan,  17,  Nor- 
een,  18,  Theresa,  16,  152  Collingwood  St. ; 
Wilding,  James,  11,  69  Stephen  St. ; Wil- 
kinson, Norma,  18,  238  Earl  St. ; Wil- 
liams, Kenneth,  15,  32  John  St.;  Willis, 
June,  14,  88  Quebec  St.;  Willis,  Kathleen, 
14,  528  Bagot  St. ; Wilson,  Barbara,  9,  17 
Caroline  St. ; Wilson,  Joan,  11,  141 

James  St. ; Wilson,  Mary  Louise,  9,  354 
King  St.  W. ; Woodhouse,  Ann,  15,  Mary, 
12,  296  Barrie  St. ; Woodhouse,  Kathleen, 

10,  165  Bagot  St. ; Woods,  Nadine,  13, 
Unity,  12,  67  Charles  St. ; Wowk,  Mary, 

11,  Raymond,  10,  ,360  Rideau  St.;  Wren, 
William,  14,  Earl  St. ; Yankovich,  Fran- 
cis, 12.  Mary,  13,  10  James  St.;  Yellow- 
ley,  Charles,  11,  Anita,  17,  Ann,  15, 
Dorothea,  13,  82  Earl  St. 

MARMORA,  ONTARIO 

Terrion,  Theresa,  18. 


MARYSVILLE,  ONTARIO 
Corrigan,  Anne,  14;  McGuin,  John,  16; 
Murphy,  Theresa,  15. 

MILDMAY,  ONTARIO 
Fisher,  Doris,  17,  R.R.  1;  Goetz,  Helen, 
17;  Miller,  Janet,  14,  Box  2. 

MOUNT  CHESNEY,  ONTARIO 
Blacklock,  Ann,  16. 

NIPIGON,  ONTARIO 
Belanger,  Marcel,  Box  178. 

OAKVILLE,  ONTARIO 
Walters,  Peter,  17,  Ken  St. 

ORILLIA,  ONTARIO 
Rooney,  Joanne,  12,  R.R.  2. 

OSHAWA,  ONTARIO 
Ireland,  Robert,  10,  132  Gilbons  St. 

SARNIA,  ONTARIO 
Byron,  Barbara,  9,  189  Brock  St. ; 

Hughes,  Tom,  10,  356  St.  Mitton  St. ; 
McGrath,  Jeanette,  9,  Peter,  11,  167 

Richard  St.;  Mulligan,  Becky,  10,  169  S. 
Brock  St. 

SELLEY,  ONTARIO 
Edgar,  Marilyn,  15. 

SHANNONVILLE,  ONTARIO 
Forestell,  Pauline,  15,  Teresa,  17,  R.R. 
1;  Hanley,  Jim,  14;  Walsh,  Theresa,  16, 
R.R.  1. 
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^tarboro  Jforeign  iWisfstion 

J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  he  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  he  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  we  this  month  want  to  mention  the 
following  as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  School 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School 
North  Bay,  Ont. 

Loretto  Academy 
Guelph,  Ont. 

St.  Martin’s  School 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School 
St.  Catharines,  Ont. 


The  Venice  School 
Venice,  Alberta 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy 
Amherstburg,  Ont. 

St.  George’s  School 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St  Mary’s  Boys’ 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Holy  Name  School 
Toronto,  Ont. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


Pray  For  Our  Deceased 
Benefactors 

Mr.  Louis  Alfred  King,  of  Napanee, 
Ont.,  a brother  of  Father  Jos. 
King  S.  F.  M.  now  working  in  the 
Dominican  Republic. 

Rt.  Rev.  Lt.  Col.  Thos.  J.  McCarthy 
D.P.  of  Sarnia,  Ont.,  a good 
friend  of  the  Scarhoro  Foreign 
Missions. 

Rev.  M.  A.  McAdain,  Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

Mrs.  Wm.  Miller  of  204  Dunn  Ave., 
Toronto.  (Margaret). 

Mrs.  Doyle,  of  Toronto,  (Marie). 

Mrs.  Michael  Cochran  of  Toronto. 

Mr.  Hubert  Kyte  of  Toronto. 

Mr.  Falvey  of  Toronto. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Kelly,  Toronto. 


Rev.  Joseph  Ainslie  S.F.M.  has 

been  appointed  to  succeed  The  Very 
Rev.  Roland  Roberts  S.F.M.  as  the 
director  of  the  Holy  Childhood 
Association.  Father  Ainslie  worked 
in  our  Mission  in  the  Dominican 
Republic  for  years.  In  his  new  work 
we  wish  him  every  success. 

Father  Roland  Roberts  will  return 
to  Toronto  where  he  will  join  the  pro- 
motion department  of  the  Scarhoro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  For  sixteen 
years  he  has  devoted  full  time  and 
energy  to  the  work  of  the  Holy  Child- 


hood Association,  which  because  of 
his  efforts  has  increased  its  scope  and 
activities  many  times. 

Note 

Many  people  have  been  confused  in 
recent  months  because  of  the  various 
notifications  by  the  post-office  re- 
garding mail  to  CHINA.  All  mail  has 
been  closed  for  sometime  to  China. 
It  was  for  that  reason  that  we  sug- 
gested that  people  wishing  to  write  to 
our  Fathers  in  China  send  their  Mail 
to  Father  McGuire,  of  the  Catholic 
Welfare  Committee  in  HONKONG. 
Father  McGuire  has  been  forwarding 
this  mail  to  the  Fathers.  HOW- 
EVER, THE  LATEST  INEORMA- 
TION  ON  THIS  IS,  the  mail  is  going 
through  Honkong  now  since  the 
recognition  of  the  Communist  regime 
by  the  British  Government. 

THEREFORE,  any  mail  for  the 
Fathers  can  be  sent  directly  to  them 
without  addressing  it  to  Father  Mc- 
Guire. HOWEVER  in  the  lower  left 
hand  corner  of  the  envelope  you 
should  write  Air-mail  via  Hongkong. 

Note 

Because  of  the  current  situation  in 
China,  the  Fathers  there  have  advised 
us  against  sending  in  any  copies  of 
the  Catholic  Papers.  Their  reason 
for  this  is  that  the  attitude  of  the 
Catholic  Press  towards  Communism 
might  be  apt  to  create  unnecessary 
embarassment  to  the  Fathers.  If  the 
local  authorities  inspect  the  mail  and 
take  exception  to  anything  in  the 
papers  it  could  be  the  cause  of  endless 
investigation  and  restriction.  SO  WE 
REQUEST  THAT  NO  CATHOLIC 
PAPERS  BE  SENT  TO  THE  MIS- 
SIONS IN  CHINA. 


Page  Thirty 


SCARBORO 


Holy  Year  Pilgrimage 

Combined  with  a visit  to 

The  Marian  Shrines  of  Enrope 

under  the  auspices  of 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

TORONTO,  CANADA 

Sailing  from  New  York  to  Cobh,  September  6,  1950 
Returning  from  Cherbourg,  October  20,  1950 
Cabin  class  in  the  Luxury  Cunard  Liner  Mauretania 

50  days 

All  inclusive  rate  (New  York  to  New  York)  $1,360.00 

(Canadian) 

VISITING  SHRINES  OF  OUR  BLESSED  LADY 

at 

KNOCK^  Ireland 

LISIEUX  and  lOVRDES^  France 

FATIMA^  Portugal 

FEATURES 

Tour  of  Ireland  and  of  London  and  its  environs.  Visits  to 
Barcelona  and  Madrid.  Stopover  in  Paris.  Tour  of  French 
Riviera.  Visits  to  Milan,  Venice,  Florence  and  Genoa.  Stopover 
at  Montreux,  Switzerland. 

Participation  in  the  Holy  Year  Exercises  in  Rome 
Audience  with  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII 

For  information  write, 

HOLY  YEAR  PILGRIMAGE, 

60  CRESCENT  RD. 

TORONTO,  ONT. 
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CAN  IT  HAPPEN  HERE? 

CAN  AMERICA  GO  DOWN? 

WILL  RUSSIA  BE  CONVERTED?  : 
WILL  THERE  BE  PEACE?  < 

, Or  is  a pleasure-mad  generation  making  the  most  of  the  last  ^ 
' days  of  a precarious  freedom  to  hasten  the  fatal  hour  of  ^ 
' Divine  retribution?  ] 

' We  speak  in  whispers  of  the  possibility  of  an  atom  bomb  ^ 
^ or  guided  rocket  attack  that  may  obliterate  New  York  or  ^ 
^ Washington  without  the  preliminary  amenity  of  any  declara-  ] 

► tion  of  war.  But  Russia  can  afford  to  wait.  Time  is  running  ^ 

► against  us  and  unless  something  drastic  and  immediate  he  ^ 

, done  about  present  godlessness  and  immorality,  the  terri-  ^ 
[ fying  possibility  is  that  the  Hand  of  God  may  str<ike  before  ^ 
^ a bomber  ever  takes  off  from  Moscow.  ] 

[ Read  the  answers  to  these  questions  in  the  most  recent  ^ 
^ — and  most  startling — book  on  the  message  of  Fatima.  ] 

^ i 

FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE  ' 

, i 

^ By  Rl  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  P.A.  ] 

^ With  introduction  by  Rev.  James  M.  Gillis,  CS.P-  ^ 

► Available  Now  ^ 

^ $1.00,  postpaid  ^ 

^ i 

► The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  ^ 

^ Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario,  Canada  ^ 

^ ^ lA.  .A.  ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 


BURSES 

► 

► 

^ FOR  THE 


EDUCATION  OF  SEMINARIANS 


When  you  consider  the  forces  for  evil  in  the  world  today  it  almost 
makes  you  shudder.  It  seems  so  strange  that  so  much  effort  is  put  into 
what  is  evil  and  destructive,  when  there  is  so  much  good  to  be  done  in 
the  world.  W^hy  not  do  something  about  this?  Yes,  YOU  personally. 
HOW?  Well  when  you  are  contributing  to  the  education  of  a priest  you 
are  helping  to  prepare  one  who  is  going  into  this  crazy  world  with  the 
one  purpose  of  teaching  the  principles  of  Christ | both  by  word  and 
example,  and  FOR  LIFE.  Please  CONTRIBUTE  NOW. 


. PORT  HOOD  BURSE  $ 941.49 

► per  Mrs.  P.  M 3.00 

► per  Mrs.  D.  A.  McD.  3.85 

, per  Mrs.  C.  MacE.  1.85 

► ST.  MADELEINE  SOPHIE  BARAT  . 2,794.15 

. LITTLE  FLOWER  BURSE  NO.  2 2,577.00 

^ IMMACULATE  HEART  OF  MARY  3,725.48 

Mrs.  L.  C.,  Lindsay,  Ont.  1.00 

' J.  P.  D.,  Moncton,  N.B 10.00 

^ .1.  C.  P.,  St.  John’s,  Nfld 15.00 

^ G.  L.  O.  - 100.00 

► Miss  M.  D.,  North  Sydney,  N.S.  5.00 

► Mrs.  S.  M.  Mabou,  N.S.  5.00 

► ST.  JUDE  1,656.50 

► ST.  PHILOMENA  , 100.00 

► ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  1,257.00 

, HOLY  NAME  OF  JESUS  947.35 

, Mrs.  M.  C.,  Sydney,  N.S 2.00 

^ SACRED  HEART  BURSE  NO.  2 1,126.16 

A.  P.  M.,  Fitzroy  Hr.,  Ont 5.00 

^ COMFORTER  OF  AFFLICTED  805.00 

JESUIT  MARTYRS  BURSE  586.43 

' HOLY  SOULS  BURSE  NO.  2 , 589.16 

' MSGR.  McKEON  BURSE  230.00 

► REV.  DR.  FOLEY  BURSE  213.00 

► ST.  JOSEPH’S  BURSE  719.62 

► ST.  CHRISTOPHER’S  BURSE  NO.  2 208.20 

► ST.  ANTHONY’S  BURSE  NO.  2 543.00 

► Mrs.  H.  J.,  Toronto  1.00 

, IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION  BURSE  NO.  2 519.60 

^ Mrs.  J.  F.  S.,  Halifax,  N.S 5.00 

, BLESSED  SACRAMENT  - 1,302.82 

ST.  ANN’S  251.00 


► 

^ Address  all  contributions  to  the 

► 

“ SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

; SCARBORO  BLUFFS  ONTARIO 

► 
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!The  Property 
Is  Purchased 

The  Building 
Must  Go  Up. 

I : What  About  the  Funds?  1 

il  ■ ' . . . ' 

I;  ' That  dear  reader  is  where  YOU  come  in.  ^ 

i|  [ ‘^What,  again?”  you  say.  ^ 

j ► Well,  quite  frankly,  there  are  two  ways  in  which  we  ^ 

' could  start  this  building.  We  could  start  it  with  money  that  ^ 

^ we  have  saved  up  through  the  last  few  years  — or  we  could  ^ 
start  it  without  a penny.  Because  we  have  sent  all  the  money  ^ 
j [ we  have  received  in  the  years  past,  to  the  missions  where  it  ^ 

I ► was  so  badly  needed  if  we  were  to  bring  the  message  of  ^ 

^ Christ  to  the  people  for  whom  He  died.  IS  THERE  ANY 
; CHOICE?  Obviously,  NOT.  1 

► Well,  now  that  we  have  settled  the  fact  that  there  is  no  ^ 

' money,  and  that  this  is  the  way  to  start  if  you  are  mission-  ' 

► aries,  what  do  we  propose?  ^ 

^ 1.  Because  there  is  not  another  room  in  the  Seminary  ^ 

^ and  the  students  continue  to  come,  we  must  build  tbis  year.  ^ 

► If  they  can  give  their  lives,  we  know  that  you  are  willing  to  ^ 

I ^ give  your  dollars. 

i ► 2.  We  can  build  enough  of  the  building  to  house  forty 

I ^ students  of  Philosophy,  and  their  professors.  By  doing  this  , 
j ► it  will  mean  that  we  will  not  have  to  complete  the  building  ^ 

I ^ for  another  six  or  seven  years.  We  will  not  have  to  go  so  ' 
i ^ far  into  debt,  and  we  can  hope  to  pay  that  off  before  ^ 
I ► finishing  the  NEW  SEMINARY  that  is  so  badly  needed.  ' 
^ Enclosed,  please  find  my  donation  to  the  building  fund  ^ 

^ for  the  new  Seminary  of  the  Scarboro  Eoreign  Mission  < 

► Society.  ] 

[ Address  all  communications  to  the  ^ 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY,  ; 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO,  CANADA 
[ < 
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The  Current  China  Picture 

Condensed  from  the 

CHINA  MISSIONARY  BULLETIN 

printed  in  Hongkong 


SOVIET  CHINA  now  comprises 
tiearly  the  whole  of  that  land. 
What  we  have  all  feared  has  come 
to  pass:  500,000,000  Chinese  lined 
up  on  the  side  of  Communism.  The 
greatest  single  bloc  of  humanity  has 
been  engulfed  by  humanity’s  great- 
est enemy.  The  Chinese  nation  is 
not  a power  in  the  military  sense; 
the  Chinese  race  is  not  aggressive 
enough  to  constitute  a threat  to  any 
other  nation’s  social  and  political  in- 
stitutions; but,  in  the  hands  of  skilled 
military  and  doctrinaire  masters, 
what  might  they  not  become  in  a few 
short  years?  The  fate  of  the  entire 
human  race  might  easily  be  decided 
on  the  mountains  and  in  the  valleys 
of  China  this  year  and  next.  What 
is  going  on  there  today?  And  what 
will  become  of  the  Catholic  Church 
under  the  new  anti-God  regime? 

The  General  Picture 
China  has  had  her  invasions 
before.  But  up  till  now  they  have  been 
pure  military  conquests  which,  while 
violating  her  sovereignty  and  invad- 
ing her  territory,  have  always  been  at 
length  dissipated  in  the  vastness  of 
her  domains,  and  absorbed  in  the 
teeming  density  of  her  millions.  But 
today  China  has  known  the  sorrow 
of  an  entirely  new  kind  of  invasion. 
Her  very  soul  is  being  attacked.  Age- 


old  traditions  are  being  swept  aside. 
Family  life  is  being  destroyed. 
Marriage  has  become  a mockery.  All 
traces  of  religion  and  morality  are 
being  systematically  taken  from  them 
by  force.  Private  property,  painfully 
acquired  by  generations  of  hardship 
and  honest  labour,  is  being  abolished. 
Eighty  per  cent  of  the  produce  is 
snatched  out  of  their  hands.  Lies, 
deceit  and  trickery  are  rampant  as 
tools  in  the  hands  of  the  new 
masters.  Let  it  be  said  that  such 
things  are  not  new  to  the  Chinese 
people,  but  never  have  they  been  en- 
gaged in  on  such  a ruthless,  and 
bare-faced  scale  before. 

Tricks 

Men  who  refused  to  join  the  Red 
Army  as  “volunteers”  were  thrown 
into  a cold  northern  prison  without 
food  or  heat.  After  a day  or  two, 
when  they  still  refused  to  become 
enthusiastic  members  of  the  new 
army,  their  clothes  were  taken  from 
them,  and  Red  Army  uniforms 
thrown  on  the  floor  of  their  cell. 
Perishing  with  the  cold,  they  finally 
succumbed  to  the  temptation  and  put 
on  their  uniforms  to  save  their  lives. 
Whereupon  their  masters,  spying  on 
them  all  the  while,  rushed  in  and 
proclaimed  them  as  volunteers  for  the 
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army,  for  had  they  not  donned  the 
uniform  of  their  own  free  will? 
These  are  the  tactics  that  are  beating 
the  Chinese  into  abject  submission. 

Revenge 

The  elderly  and  the  aged,  who 
formerly  were  held  in  great  reverence 
and  veneration,  are  a special  target 
for  Red  abuse  and  desecration.  Teen- 
age girls  are  corrupted  and  then  set 
up  in  positions  of  authority  in  villages 
and  towns  and  are  openly  encouraged 
to  “revenge”  themselves  on  the  older 
women  who  had  held  them  in  check 
so  long.  Often  these  same  girls  are 
deposed  after  a few  months  by  their 
seducers  and  sent  away  to  fend  for 
themselves.  With  their  integrity  gone, 
their  friends  all  lost,  their  hearts  cor- 
rupted almost  beyond  repair,  these 
poor  dupes  can  only  call  forth  pity 
and  disgust. 

The  Devil’s  Gospel 

Class-warfare  is  introduced  and  en- 
couraged in  the  villages.  In  these 
villages  are  found,  generally,  three 
classes  of  people,  who,  under  the 
Chinese  system,  are  all  more  or  less 
relatives  to  one  another.  Among  them 
there  will  be  the  well-to-do,  the 
middle  class,  and  the  poor.  The  new 
masters  invade  a village,  set  up  their 
headquarters,  and  by  means  of  crafty 
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questioning  they  soon  find  the 
wisps  and  trails  of  family  feuds  and 
individual  strife.  They  then  eapital- 
ize  on  these  and  encourage  each 
group  separately  to  aeeuse  and  in- 
form on  the  other,  and  this  even 
down  to  individuals.  Once  the  con- 
flagration of  hatred  is  ignited  it  is 
very  difficult  to  smother  out.  Dissen- 
sion and  disunity  soon  disrupt  the 
whole  life  and  all  the  institutions  of 
the  village,  and  then  the  agents  of 
evil  move  on  to  another  village.  They 
are  experts  at  working  subtely  on  the 
most  destructive  human  passions — 
fear,  greed  and  hatred.  Divide  them, 
confuse  them,  poison  them,  set  them 
at  one  another’s  throats,  and  their 
strength  all  gone,  they  will  be  ruled 
as  easily  as  dumb  animals.  And 
often  the  virus  will  spread  of  itself 
from  village  to  village.  The  shame  in- 
curred by  hundreds  of  thousands  who 
have  witnessed  the  trial  of  their  next- 
door  neighbors  before  a “People’s 
Court”  and  have  raised  their  fists 
along  with  the  crowd  in  condemna- 
tion in  order  to  save  their  own  skins 
will  not  be  expiated  in  a year  or  in 
many  years,  but  will  eat  away  within 
the  hearts  of  these  unfortunates  who 
are  choosing  the  easy  but  weak  way 
out  of  danger.  When  all  these  things 
are  daily  oecurrences  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  a helpless 
China,  the  prospeet  for  the  future  is 
dark  and  full  of  dread. 

The  New  Education 
When  communism  sweeps  over  a 
countryside,  one  of  the  very  first 
targets  is  the  primary-school  system 
with  its  whole  corps  of  teachers,  both 
men  and  women.  The  villages  are 
combed  for  these  teaehers  and  they 
are  herded  indiscriminate  of  sex  or 
age  into  groups  in  the  larger  towns. 
Here  they  are  put  on  a de-person - 
alized  group  diseipline,  and  daily 
they  are  herded  at  specified  hours  to 
various  indoctrinalion  centres.  Red 
Army  soldiers  lead  them  in  })roces- 
sions  to  the  Center,  and  also  bring 
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Fleeing  seems  an  integral  part  of  Chinese  life  in  every  generation,  whether  it  is  from  war, 
or  famine,  or  flood  or  communism. 


up  their  rear  to  make  sure  that  there 
are  no  truants.  Soldiers  will  then 
stand  guard  at  every  entrance  or  exit 
at  the  meeting  hall  to  ensure  perfect 
and  continuous  attendance  — this 
vigilance  is  never  relaxed  and  the 
teachers-become-pupils  are  often  kept 
for  several  hours  at  a stretch  listening 
to  the  new  doctrine.  Personal  com- 
fort, even,  is  not  sufficient  reason  for 
permission  to  “leave  the  room”. 
Among  the  teachers  there  will  be 
planted  a few  thoroughgoing  com- 
munists from  the  local  area,  who,  in 
the  guise  of  teachers,  will  discourage 
the  rest  from  voicing  any  criticism 
of  the  regime,  or  report  anyone  rash 
enough  to  murmur  under  his  breath. 
Since  no  one  knows  for  sure  just  who 
are  spies  and  who  are  not,  nobody 
talks.  In  such  an  atmosphere  a man 
couldn’t  trust  his  own  brother. 
Sooner  or  later  they  are  all  enslaved, 
some  through  opportunism,  the  rest 
through  fear  or  apathy.  And  it  is 
these  who  are  to  teach  the  little  ones ! 


Freedom  Is  Not  Dead! 

Reports  received  in  different  ways 
from  various  sources  indicate,  how- 
ever, that  there  is  an  underground 
and  that  the  spirit  of  opposition  is 
growing  daily.  When  the  communist 
sweep-over  took  place,  the  remnants 
of  the  Nationalist  armies  fled  to  more 
or  less  remote  country  districts  and 
mountain  fastnesses.  From  these 
places  they  operated  as  bandits  and  in 
many  cases  were  more  cruel  to  the 
people  than  are  the  communists.  But 
nevertheless  among  them  there  were 
responsible  persons,  and  these  began 
the  tedious  task  and  dangerous  enter- 
prise of  organizing  armed  resistance 
to  the  Reds.  Soon  this  web  of  free- 
dom had  extended  itself  over  whole 
territories,  very  often  overt,  but  for 
the  most  part  underground.  But  in 
every  district  they  form  the  nucleus 
about  which  the  resistance  is  gather- 
ing. There  is  good  reason  for  be- 
lieving that  all  is  not  at  rest  behind 
the  bamboo  curtain. 
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Actually  when  we  think  it  over,  life  is  pretty  short.  None  of  us  really 
knows  how  long  it  is  going  to  last.  But  as  Catholics  we  all  know  that 
it  is  pretty  important  what  we  do  with  the  time  that  God  gives  us  here 
on  earth.  On  our  use  of  that  time,  depends  the  eternity  we  will  spend, 
when  the  thread  of  life  has  been  cut.  Is  there  any  better  way  to  spend 
our  lives  than  in  the  work  of  the  FOREIGN  MISSIONS?  Christ’s 
very  last  command  was  to  "Go  and  teach  all  nations  . . .”. 

During  the  war,  our  priests  met  so  many  soldiers  in  the  missions 
of  the  Far  East.  In  previous  years  when  a priest  set  out  for  the  Orient 
it  was  considered  that  he  was  going  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  With 
the  young  men  of  the  army  before  him,  it  was  difficult  for  the  mission- 
ary not  to  be  sad  at  the  thought  of  what  could  be  accomplished  if  even 
a small  proportion  of  these  young  men  were  missionaries,  soldiers  of 
Christ  instead  of  their  native  country.  How  much  would  be  accom- 
plished! 

If  YOU  are  interested  in  the  work  of  the  missions,  won’t  you 
please  write:  FATHER  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 
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Children 

Have 

Their  Day 

By 

George  Courtright 

S.F.M. 


MIGUELITO  was  only  seven 
and  a half  years  old  when 
it  happened,  but  he’ll  always 
remember  the  23rd  of  December, 
1949. 

You  see,  Miguelito’s  father  was 
dead,  or  gone  away  somewhere — 
nobody  seemed  to  know  exactly 
which — and  now  he  was  his  mother’s 
chief  helper  and  support.  There  was 
plenty  to  do,  because  of  little  Car- 
mencita  who  was  small  and  not  very 
well,  so  Miguelito  ran  errands,  shined 
shoes,  and  sold  papers  to  help  out. 
His  mother,  with  clever  fingers  and 
a small  sewing  machine,  earned  the 
food  for  all  three. 

Every  day,  Miguelito  was  up  at 
six  o’clock,  getting  milk  in  an  empty 
beer  bottle  from  the  Government 
milk  centre.  After  finishing  his 
errands,  he  would  set  up  his  pitch 
in  the  town  park,  ready  for  business, 
shining  shoes  of  any  and  all  comers 
at  5c  a customer.  All  this  was  a big 
help  to  his  mother,  who  had  to  work 
very  hard  lo  keep  the  family  clothed 
and  fed. 

At  noon,  he  returned  to  find  his 
school  uniform  starched  and  pressed. 


ready  for  afternoon  class.  Little 
Carmencita  didn’t  have  to  go  to 
school  yet  because  she  was  only 
half-past  five,  so  she  stayed  around 
home  trying  her  little  best  to  help 
her  mother. 

Miguelito,  armed  with  two  scribb- 
lers, a pencil,  and  a cardboard  box 
full  of  odds  and  ends,  marched  off 
to  school  at  five  minutes  before  two. 
There  was  no  clock  to  tell  the  time — 
all  you  had  to  do  was  keep  an  eye 
on  the  street,  watching  the  other 
boys  and  girls.  When  they  started 
off,  so  did  you,  just  like  birds  in  a 
flock,  playing  follow- the-leader. 

Afternoon  school  began  as  usual, 
but  it  wasn’t  long  before  Miguelito 
who  had  already  done  a full  day’s 
work,  began  to  doze  off  in  the  op- 
pressive heat  of  the  early  afternoon. 
The  rest  of  the  boys  and  girls  were 
talking  away  as  usual,  despite  the 
teacher’s  efforts  to  quiet  them.  Then 
the  buzzing  became  more  excited 
and  everyone  started  to  stare  at  the 
street.  Miguelito,  fully  aroused  now, 
craned  his  neck  loo,  to  see  what  was 
going  on. 
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“Why!  Look  who’s  coming! — it’s 
the  priest! 

“H’ya  Father!  Saludo,  Padre! — 
Beunas  Tardes!” 

Everyone  stood  up,  as  the  priest 
in  his  white  soutane  entered  the 
room.  There  was  a moment  of  shy 
silence,  because  the  Padre  ordinarily 
didn’t  visit  the  school,  although  every 
child  was  a Catholic.  They  all 
knew  him,  nevertheless,  including 
Miguelito,  who  went  to  catechism 
class  every  Sunday  afternoon.  The 
teacher  asked  them  to  be  quiet  for 
a moment,  so  that  Father  could  say 
a few  words. 

“Hello  boys  and  girls,”  said  the 
priest  in  his  best  Spanish,  “I’ve 
come  to-day  to  tell  you  about  chil- 
dren’s day,  and  what  we’re  going  to 
do.”  Bright  little  eyes  opened  wider, 
and  there  was  a hush  of  anticipation 
which  could  almost  be  felt.  Miguelito 
no  longer  felt  drowsy  or  tired.  There 
was  a feast  day  coming  for  sure,  he 
guessed,  and  it  would  be  for  young 
folks  only. 

Sure  enough,  that  was  it.  The 
Padre  told  them  there  would  be 
games  and  races,  and  a masquerade 
contest  with  prizes  for  the  two  best 
costumes  in  every  grade.  Right  awa;f , 
Miguelito’s  fertile  little  imagination 
began  to  fashion  a disguise  which 
was  sure  to  win  first  prize,  he  thought. 

December  23rd,  Children’s  Day 
dawned  bright  and  sunny — a good 
omen  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  First 
of  all,  the  children  were  to  assemble 
in  the  school  at  7 o’clock,  and  march 
over  to  church  for  Holy  Mass.  Of  the 
400  pupils  enrolled,  only  about  a 100 
had  made  their  First  Communion 
and  most  of  these  received  the  Jesus 
during  Mass,  to  start  the  day 
properly. 

Then  there  was  breakfast,  given  by 
the  Department  of  Social  Service, 
followed  by  speeches  and  recitations 
in  the  school.  In  the  afternoon,  about 
3 o’clock,  when  the  noonday  heat  had 
lessened  somewhat,  mysterious,  sin- 
ister and  comical  little  figures  began 
appearing  from  all  sides,  dressed  in 


every  conceivable  type  of  costume. 

There  were  pirates  and  gypsies, 
charcoal  vendors  and  Spanish  nobles, 
vegetable-men  and  cowboys,  all  swag- 
gering around  to  the  admiring  glances 
of  the  townspeople.  Finally,  a midget 
band,  using  home-made  instruments, 
started  off  a parade  which  filed 
through  the  main  streets  of  the  town 
to  the  accompaniment  of  the  shouts, 
squeals  and  cheers  of  the  onlookers. 
At  the  park  in  front  of  the  church, 
the  four  judges  (the  mayor,  the 
President  of  the  town  council,  the 
President  of  the  Dominican  Party, 
and  the  town  patriarch)  solemnly 
took  up  their  positions.  Miguelito, 
well  disguised,  was  almost  squashed 
by  the  press  of  the  crowd.  How 
could  he  possibly  be  noticed  with  so 
many  bigger  boys  and  girls  standing 
in  front  of  him? 

Each  contestant  was  expected  to 
walk  past  the  judges,  and  allow  them 
to  consider  for  a moment  the  merits 
of  his  or  her  costume.  At  long  last, 
someone  pushed  Miguelito  out  in  the 
open  space  in  front  of  the  judges. 
They  looked  at  him  gravely,  then 
whispered  to  one  another,  and  were 
about  to  pass  him  by,  when  the  mayor 
said  to  him,  “And  what  is  your  name 
little  girl?” 

Miguelito’s  heart  was  in  his  mouth. 
At  first  he  thought  they  were  talking 
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to  someone  else,  but  since  they  were 
all  looking  at  him,  he  felt  obliged 
to  blurt  out — ^Tlease,  sir,  I’m  not 
a little  girl — I’m  a little  boy,  and 
my  name  is  Miguelito  de  la  Cruz.” 

There  was  dead  silence  for  a split 
second — the  silence  of  open-mouthed 
unbelief — ^and  then  a chorus  of  mild 
protests  from  the  crowd,  followed 
slowly  but  increasingly  by  recogn- 
ition: “It’s  not  a girl,  it’s  a boy!” 


The  judges  and  the  crowd  had  been 
taken  in  completely  by  Miguelito ’s 
disguise.  Roars  of  laughter  arose, 
together  with  shouts  and  applause, 
and  it  soon  became  evident  that,  no 
matter  what  else  happened,  Miguelito 
was  winner  of  the  First  Prize  and 
hero  of  the  day. 

Miguelito  says  he’ll  always  remem- 
ber the  23rd  of  December,  1949 
Children’s  Day,  as  the  happiest  day 
of  his  life. 


FR.  McGUIRE  FR.  McQUAID  FR.  McGOEY 

Father  McGuire,  for  the  last  four  years,  the  director  of  the 
Catholic  Welfare  Committee  of  China,  has  received  the  appointment 
as  Secretary-General  of  the  newly-formed  Catholic  Mission  Secre- 
tariate, in  Washington,  D.C.  He  worked  with  Father  John  H.  McGoey, 
and  Father  G.  M.  McKernan,  in  the  Catholic  Welfare  Committee  of 
China.  During  the  last  year  Father  McGuire  has  been  located  in 
Hongkong,  and  enroute  from  that  place  to  take  over  his  new  position 
in  Washington,  he  stopped  at  the  Motherhouse  for  a two-day  visit. 
Father  McGuire  has  been  a good  friend  of  the  Scarboro  Fathers  in 
China,  and  it  was  he  who  forwarded  the  mail  through  to  the  missions 
in  China,  for  the  many  relatives  and  friends  of  the  Fathers.  The 
position  he  is  assuming  presently  is  one  of  great  responsibility,  and 
in  it,  we  wish  him  every  success.  We  would  like  to  express  our  grati- 
tude to  him  for  all  he  has  done  for  the  Fathers  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  in  the  past,  and  to  assure  him  of  our  con- 
tinued good  wishes  and  prayers. 
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The  Act 
of 

Consecration 

By 

James  P.  Leonard 

S.F.M. 


Jk. 


Mary  Queen  of  our  Hearts 


The  Act  of  Consecration  to 
Jesus  through  Mary,  as  out- 
lined by  St.  Louis  Marie 
Grignon  de  Montfort,  in  his  famous 
“Treatise  on  the  True  Devotion  to 
Mary”,  is  an  act  of  self-dedication  to 
God  set  in  a prayer  that  is  at  once 
perfect  and  beautiful.  It  is  perfect 
because  it  follows  the  necessary  con- 
ditions for  perfect  prayer,  set  down 
by  Our  Lord  Himself  in  the  “Our 
Father”.  It  is  beautiful  because  of 
the  greatness  of  thought  and  proper 
perspective  apparent  throughout,  the 
perspective  that  always  reveals  Mary 
as  a creature,  and  Jesus  as  Divine. 
This  is  the  Catholic  background  of 
devotion  to  Mary. 

One  does  not  call  a man  an  idolater 
because  he  says,  “I  simply  adore  my 
wife  and  children”.  Every  sane 
person  knows  exactly  what  he 
means.  So  too,  when  a Catholic  turns 
to  Mary  and  tells  Her  that  he  loves 
Her  with  all  his  soul,  he  has  no  idea 
of  keeping  back  from  Almighty  God 


one  iota  of  the  adoring-love  that 
belongs  to  Him  alone.  Let  no  one 
then  say  that  this  True  Devotion  to 
Mary  is  out  of  all  proper  propor- 
tion! If  such  an  objector  be  a 
Catholic  he  should  beware,  because 
he  is  definitely  out  of  tune  with  the 
teaching  of  the  Church  on  this  point; 
should  the  criticism  come  from  a 
non-Catholic  such  a one  should  ask 
himself  a very  simple  question.  “Can 
1 possibly  err  if  I follow  the  example 
of  Jesus  Christ?” 

As  one  studies  the  Act  of  Conse- 
cration, it  becomes  evident  at  once 
that  it  is  primarily  a prayer.  Here 
are  its  opening  sentences: 

“O  Eternal  and  Incarnate  Wisdom! 

0 Sweetest  and  most  adorable  Jesus! 
True  God  and  True  Man!  only  Son 
of  the  Eternal  Eatlier,  and  of  Mary, 
always  virgin!  I adore  Thee  pro- 
foundly ill  the  bosom  and  splendours 
of  Thy  Eather  during  Eternity;  and 

1 adore  Thee  also  in  the  virginal 
bosom  of  Mary,  Thy  most  worthy 
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Mother,  in  the  time  of  Thine  Incar- 
nation’. 

Thoughts  of  thanksgiving  and 
praise  of  Jesus  Christ  follow:  thanks- 
giving for  what  He  has  done  for  us; 
praise  for  the  way  He  chose  to  do 
it,  namely,  through  a creature  like 
ourselves,  Mary  the  pride  of  our 
people.  Then  come  sentiments  of 
humility  as  we  recognize  our  utter 
ingratitude  to  a God  so  good;  how 
we  have  failed  in  our  baptismal  vows, 
made  so  long  ago,  generally  through 
the  lips  of  our  God-parents,  and  so 
often  renewed  since  we  reached 
maturity.  The  truly  humble  soul 
will  find  its  best  thoughts  reflected  in 
this  Act  of  Consecration  as  the  words 
of  the  prayer  continue: 

‘T  do  not  dare  to  be  called  Thy 
son,  nor  yet  Thy  slave;  and  as  there 
is  nothing  in  me  which  does  not 
merit  Thine  anger  and  Thy  repulse, 
I dare  not  any  more  come  by  myself 
before  Thy  most  holy  and  august 
Majesty.  It  is  on  this  account  that 
I have  recourse  to  the  intercession  of 
Thy  most  holy  Mother,  whom  Thou 
hast  given  me  for  a mediatrix  with 
Thee”. 

Now,  with  a salutation  to  Mary 
Immaculate,  as  the  living  tabernacle 
of  the  Divinity,  and  with  words  of 
fitting  praise  for  this  Incomparable 
Creature,  the  Act  of  Consecration 
develops  into  a prayer  of  dedication 
of  oneself. 

In  the  opening  of  the  Act,  the  soul 
making  its  dedication,  laments  its 
forgetfulness  of  the  vows  of  Baptism. 
Now  that  soul  tries  to  make  repara- 
tion for  the  failure,  a failure  that  is 
the  cause  of  almost  all  the  troubles 
in  Christendom  today.  Speaking  to 
Mary  the  Mother  of  God  it  says,  “/ 
renew  and  ratify  today  in  Thy  hands 
the  vows  of  my  Baptism;  I renounce 
forever  Satan,  his  pomps  and  works; 
and  I give  myself  entirely  to  Jesus 
Christ,  the  Incarnate  Wisdom,  to 
carry  my  cross  after  Him  all  the  days 
of  my  life,  and  to  be  more  faithful 
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to  Him  than  1 have  ever  been  be- 
fore”. 

Since  Almighty  God  gave  Himself 
to  us  when  He  gave  us  His  Eternal 
Son,  we  can  do  no  better  than  to  give 
our  whole  selves  to  God  as  a prayer 
of  thanksgiving.  It  is  in  this  com- 
plete giving  of  oneself  to  Jesus 
through  Mary,  that  many  souls  find 
difficulty  in  making  up  their  minds 
to  surrender  themselves  totally  to 
God.  The  whole  thing  resolves  itself 
down  to  this;  we  give  to  God  through 
Mary,  all  that  He  as  our  Creator  has 
given  us.  We  consecrate  to  Him  our 
body  which  owes  its  existence  to  His 
laws;  we  give  Him  our  soul  which 
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[ He  created  directly  and  which  He 
I saves  for  the  Eternal  Vision  of  Him- 
I self  through  the  cooperation  of  His 
i Mother  and  Our  Mother,  Mary  the 
Mother  of  God.  All  that  .belongs  to 
the  body  we  give  to  Him;  all  that 
|i  belongs  to  the  soul  we  give  to  Him. 
j|  The  latter  oblation  seems  to  cause  the 
!:  greatest  difficulty  to  many  souls,  l o 
; understand  what  we  mean  when  we 
;;  say  that  we  give  to  God  all  the  pos- 
i sessions  and  defects  of  our  soul,  we 
|:  must  know  this  principle  of  theology; 

I a soul  in  the  state  of  grace  in  per- 
I forming  a good  act  for  the  love  of 
||  God,  obtains  certain  results  from 
li  that  act  of  virtue.  First,  the  gift  of 
i;  sanctifying  grace  in  the  soul  is  in- 
|(  creased;  second,  because  of  our  love 
i of  God,  the  good  act  obtains  merci- 

I ful  satisfaction  from  God  for  us. 

; Now,  both  of  these  effects  we  give  to 
I Mary  to  guard  for  us  when  we 

i make  the  Act  of  Consecration  to 
;!  Jesus  through  Her;  the  first  she  must 
I keep  for  us,  safeguard  it  and  enhance 
I its  beauty  by  the  reflected  loveliness 
of  Her  own  soul;  the  second  effect 
\ of  our  good  act  or  acts,  we  give  her 
|j  also  but  we  tell  her  that  she  can 

I apply  the  merciful  satisfaction  which 


God  has  granted  through  our  act  of 
virtue,  to  any  soul  she  desires  to  help 
in  the  world  or  in  purgatory. 

I can  think  of  no  better  way  to 
conclude  these  articles  on  the  True 
or  Perfect  Devotion  to  Mary,  than 
by  quoting  the  last  two  paragraphs 
of  the  Act  of  Consecration  itself:  ■ 

“0  admirable  Mother,  present  me 
to  Thy  dear  Son,  as  His  eternal  slave, 
so  that  as  He  hath  redeemed  me  by 
Thee,  by  Thee  He  may  receive  me! 
O IVlother  of  mercy,  get  me  the  grace 
to  Oibtain  the  true  wisdom  of  God; 
and  for  that  end  put  me  in  the  num- 
ber of  those  whom  Thou  dost  love, 
whom  Ihou  dost  teach,  conduct, 
nourish  and  protect,  as  Thy  childien 
and  Ihy  slaves. 

“0  f aithful  Virgin,  make  me  in  ail 
things  so  perfect  a disciple,  imitator 
and  slave  of  the  Incarnate  Wisdom, 
Jesus  Christ  Thy  Son,  that  I may 
obtain  by  Thy  intercession  and  by 
Thy  example,  to  the  fulness  of  His 
age  on  earth,  that  1 may  reach  the 
holiness  He  holds  out  to  me,  and  of 
His  glory  in  Heaven,  that  I may  con- 
template Him  in  Eternity  as  He 
wishes  to  be  contemplated.  Amen.” 
So  may  it  all  come  to  be. 


Please  send  me  THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  for  one  year. 

Name  

Address  , 

City  Province  

Enclose  one  dollar  and  address  your  envelope  to: 

THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO,  CANADA 
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Ry’e 


^ little,  nonsense  now 
and  then  is  relished  hi/ Ihe 
luisest  men  " 


At  a certain  Club,  a bore  was  describing  what  happened  to  him  on  a 
trip  to  Grand  Canyon.  “There  I stood,”  he  orated,  “drinking  in  the  scene, 
with  the  giant  abyss  yawning  before  me.” 

At  this  point,  a fellow  member,  interrupted,  “Was  the  abyss  yawning 
before  you  got  there?” 


A gangster  rushed  into  a saloon,  shooting  right  and  left,  yelling,  “All 
you  dirty  skunks  get  outa  here.” 

The  customers  fled  in  a hail  of  bullets — all  except  an  Englishman,  who 
stood  at  the  bar  calmly  finishing  his  drink.  “Well?”  snapped  the  gangster, 
waving  his  smoking  gun. 

“Well,”  remarked  the  Englishman,  “there  certainly  were  a lot  of  them, 
weren’t  there?” 


Teacher:  “Lot  was  warned  to  take  his  wife  and  daughter  and  flee  out 
of  the  city.  Lot  and  his  wife  and  daughter  got  safely  away.” 

Student:  “What  happened  to  the  flea.  Mam?” 


A moth  was  caught  eating  a hole  in  the  rug  and  defended  its  action 
by  saying — “I  just  wanted  to  see  the  floor-show.” 


An  employer  called  his  men  together  to  place  before  them  plans  for 
better  working  conditions. 

“Now,  whenever  I enter  the  shop,”  I want  to  see  every  man  cheerfully 
performing  his  task,  and  therefore  I invite  you  to  place  in  this  box  any 
suggestions  as  to  how  that  can  be  brought  about.” 

A few  days  later  he  opened  the  box  and  took  out  a slip  of  paper  con- 
taining this  message:  “Take  the  rubber  heels  off  your  shoes.” 


Voter:  “I  wouldn’t  vote  for  you  if  you  were  St.  Peter  himself.” 
Candidate:  “If  I were  St.  Peter,  you  couldn’t  vote  for  me  anyway. 
You  wouldn’t  be  in  my  constituency.” 


“With  what  weapon  did  Sampson  slay  the  thousand  Philistines, 
Tommy?”  asked  the  Sunday  school  teacher. 

“With  the  axe  of  the  Apostles,”  replied  the  child,  after  a long  pause. 


Enthusiastic  Golfer  (in  letter  to  sock  manufacturer):  “Fifteen  minutes 
after  putting  on  a pair  of  your  socks,  I made  a hole  in  one.” 
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As  another  month  of  May  is 
ushered  in  our  thoughts  naturally 
turn  to  Mary,  for  May  is  Mary’s 
Month.  As  she  looks  down  from  the 
high  court  of  Heaven,  she  recalls 
other  Mays  that  she  has  known.  For 
example : 

Mary  rememibers  the  first  May 
after  her  Son  was  born  and  the  joy 
that  was  hers  as  she  mothered  the 
Christ-child. 

Mary  remembers  the  May  after  her 
child  had  died  on  a Cross  and  the 
grace  that  was  hers  as  the  Mother 
of  all  men. 

Mary  remembers  the  May  when  the 
Albigensen  heresy  was  sweeping 
across  southern  France  into  Italy, 
with  the  faith  threatening  to  disap- 
pear in  these  countries;  and  then  she 
appeared  to  St.  Dominic  inspiring 
him  to  institute  devotion  to  the 
Rosary — the  faith  was  saved  and  the 
heresy  crushed. 

Mary  rememh<?rs  the  May  before 


the  Battle  of  Lepanto  when  Christen- 
dom itself  was  in  grave  danger  from 
the  Turks;  and  then  through  the 
recitation  of  the  Rosary  the  enemies 
of  Christianity  were  defeated  in  the 
great  naval  battle. 

Mary  remembers  the  May  in 
nineteen-seventeen  when  she  appeared 
to  the  children  at  Fatima  with  her 
repeated  message  for  the  recitation 
of  the  Rosary;  and  the  plan  for 
peace  she  outlined  but  which  was 
neglected  by  the  world. 

Mary  will  long  remember  the  May 
of  the  Holy  Year,  nineteen-hundred 
and  fifty.  Again  the  world  is  faceil 
with  the  horrible  threat  of  modern 
warfare.  Yet  peace  is  possible  as 
Mary  told  us  at  Fatima:  “If  my  re- 
quests are  heard,  Russia  will  be  con- 
verted and  there  will  be  peace.” 

One  of  the  conditions  for  Peace 
is  the  reeilalion  of  ihe  Rosary, 
especially  The  Family  Rosary. 
What  are  you  doing  about  it? 
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Hail  Mary,  Full  of 
Grace,  The  Lord  Is 


With  Thee  . . . 


Pray  for  us  sinners 
now  and  at  the 
hour  of  our 
death.  Amen. 


2.  REPARATION  TO 

HER  IMMACULATE  HEART 

Our  Blessed  Mother’s  Heart  has 
been  surrounded  by  thorns  with 
which  men  transfix  it  at  every  mo- 
ment by  their  blasphemies  and 
ingratiude. 


1. 


THE  ROSARY 
To  be  recited  . . . 
EVERY  DAY  BY 
CATHOLIC 


EVERY 


She  especially  wishes  REPARA- 
TION BY  4 ACTS  ON  THE 
FIRST  SATURDAY  OF  EACH 
MONTH. 


(1)  CONFESSION  OF  REPARATION — (within  a week  before  or 
after  the  First  Saturday). 


(2)  COMMUNION  OF  REPARATION  — (must  be  on  the  First 
Saturday). 

(3)  RECITATION  OF  THE  HOLY  ROSARY. 

(4)  15  MINUTES  MEDITATION  (To  spend  15  minutes  thinking 
about  the  mysteries  of  the  Rosary). 


3.  PENANCE — To  give  up  everything  that  can  draw  us  away  from  God. 
SACRIFICES  — to  be  offered  to  God  through  Her  for  the  conversion 
of  sinners. 

4.  CONSECRATION  OF  THE  WORLD  TO  HER  IMMACULATE 
HEART — Each  individual  should  consecrate  himself,  his  family,  his 
parish,  his  country  and  the  world,  to  Our  Lady. 
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To  recall  sinners  to  repentance  and  save  them  from  hell;  to  save  the 
church  from  horrible  persecutions  and  sufferings;  to  save  mankind  from 
the  broken  hearts  and  the  bloodshed  and  the  unutterable  destruction  of 
war;  to  do  these  things,  Our  Blessed  Mother  appeared  at  Fatima  and 
spoke  in  the  clearest  of  terms.  OPEN  YOUR  HEARTS  TO  HER 
WORDS. 

H:  Hs  * 

“I  am  The  Lady  of  the  Rosary.” 

H:  :1: 

‘‘Men  must  amend  their  lives  and  ask  pardon  for  their  sins.” 

* ^ 

“Men  must  no  longer  offend  Our  Divine  Lord,  Who  is  already  offended 
too  much.” 

* Hs 

“Pray,  pray  very  much,  make  sacrifices  for  sinners.  Remember  that  many 
souls  are  lost  because  there  is  nobody  to  pray  and  make  sacrifices  for  them.” 


“Jesus  wishes  to  spread  in  the  world  devotion  to  my  Immaculate  Heart  to 
save  sinners  from  hell.  If  people  do  what  I tell  you,  many  souls  will  be 
saved  and  there  will  be  peace.” 


“I  shall  ask  for  the  consecration  of  the  world  to  my  Immaculate  Heart  as 
well  as  Communion  of  Reparation  on  the  First  Saturdays  of  the  month. 
If  my  requests  are  granted  Russia  will  be  converted  and  there  will  be 
peace.  Otherwise,  an  impious  propaganda  will  spread  errors  through  the 
world  raising  up  wars  and  persecutions  against  the  church.  Many  will  be 
martyred,  the  Holy  Father  will  have  much  to  suffer,  several  nations  will 
be  wiped  out.” 

* * * 

“Sacrifice  yourselves  for  sinners,  and  say  often,  especially  when  you  make 
sacrifices:  ‘Oh  Jesus,  it  is  for  love  of  You,  for  the  conversion  of  sinners, 
and  in  reparation  for  the  offences  committed  against  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary.’  ” 

^ ^ 

“PRAY  THE  ROSARY  EVERY  DAY.” 

“MY  IMMACULATE  HEART  WILL  FINALLY  TRIUMPH!” 


Our  Blessed  Mother  seeks  generous  souls  who  will  consecrate  themselves 
completely  to  Her  Immaculate  Heart  and  who,  for  the  conversion  of 
sinners,  and  to  obtain  a real  Peace  in  the  world,  will  become  Her  associates 


APOSTLES  OF  THE  FAMILY  ROSARY,  and  as 

APOSTLES  OF  REPARATION  ON  THE  FIRST  SATURDAYS. 
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Yamasa  Gets 

Its 

Face  Lifted 

By 

Robert  Hymus 

S.F.M. 


Yamasa  is  the  name  of  a small 
town  some  sixty  kilometers 
north  of  Cuidad  Trujillo,  capi- 
tal of  the  Dominican  Republic.  Six 
years  ago,  when  Fr.  J.  M.  Fullerton 
went  there  as  the  first  Canadian 
pastor,  he  had  to  ride  a horse  some 
forty  kilometers  over  mud-trails  and 
through  deep  water-filled  gullies — 
there  was  no  through  road.  The 
Church  was  a temporary  frame 
building  that  housed  hundreds  of 
bats,  .and  gave  right-of-way  to 
spiders,  scorpions,  and  all  their  kin. 
The  cement  floor  was  worn  smooth 
by  the  incessant  scraping’  of  bare 
feet  as  the  humble  faithful  moved 
about  during  Sunday  Mass.  The 
walls  were  painted  with  a mixture 
of  coloured  earth  and  water  which 
rotted  the  wood  and  left  it  an  easy 
prey  to  termites.  An  unkempt 
sacristan  fumbled  among  the  musty 
vestments  to  arrange  for  Mass,  while 
another  clanged  the  cracked  Church- 
bell  with  an  old  piece  of  scrap-iron. 
If  the  House  of  God  was  such,  one 


can  imagine  the  condition  of  the 
priest’s  house,  with  its  rusty  zinc 
roof  and  cracked  palm-board  walls, 
leaning  in  their  rheumatic  misery  to 
the  south,  trying  to  avoid  the  damp- 
ness of  the  northern  breeze.  Such 
was  Yamasa.  One  had  to  thank  God 
for  the  clean  bright  sunlight — and 
thank  Mary  for  the  simple  God-fear- 
ing spark  of  Faith  that  still  burned 
in  the  hearts  of  these  faithful. 

The  Canadian  Fathers,  for  such 
they  are  called  down  here,  started  in 
to  clean  the  church,  and  to  pay  the 
children  one  cent  for  each  hat  that 
they  eliminated.  Vestments  donated 
by  the  Catholic  Church  Extension  of 
Toronto  shone  in  their  newness,  and 
once  more  attracted  the  human  eye 
towards  the  Altar.  Horses  and  mules 
were  purchased  from  the  donations 
given  by  the  faithful  in  Canada,  and 
the  Padres  rode  through  the  red  mud 
to  the  many  little  centres  snuggling 
in  the  valleys  or  perched  precarious- 
ly on  the  brow  of  some  hill.  Los 
Padres  de  Scarboro  moved  on  and 
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needed  instructions  on  modern 
theories  of  farming — as  a group  they 
were  taught.  Some  were  being 
cheated  by  wealthy  commerce — as  a 
group  they  came  to  ask  protection 
from  the  government  and  they  got 
it.  None  of  them  had  ever  learned 
how  to  save — their  little  gains  were 
spent  on  cock-fights,  on  drink,  or  at 
a dance.  They  were  taught  how  to 
save,  and  they  saw  their  coppers  and 
nickels  pile  up  on  the  priest’s  table, 
and  the  little  receipts  they  received 
began  to  represent  holdings.  The 
seed  brought  from  Antigonish, 
Canada,  was  sprouting  in  tropical 
soil! 

Soon  the  frame  shack  the  padre 
called  his  home  was  too  small.  After 
all,  it  was  not  built  to  hold  200  men. 
There  was,  in  fact,  no  proper  place 
in  which  to  hold  a meeting.  Here 
the  vigilant  leader.  Padre  Juan  Jose 
Mclver,  struck  a new  note.  He  urged 
them  to  prove  their  unity,  and  their 
faith  in  co-operativism,  by  building 
a meeting-house,  and  he  dared  to 
suggest  that  they  build  it  of  cemenl 
blocks!  They  agreed,  even  before 
they  quite  knew  what  cement  blocks 
were.  They  had  been  accustomed  to 
working  with  palm  and  pine  oidy. 
They  were  soon  to  learn. 

The  very  ellicient  government 
headed  by  President  Trujillo  had 
Just  oj)ened  a new  dirt  road  to 
lli(^  |)reviousl\  inaec('ssible  piu'hlo 


off  the  stage  of  Yamasa  in  a long, 
silent  and  efficient  procession,  wait- 
ing neither  for  bows  nor  applause. 

It  was  Father  Alphonsus  Chafe, 
Regional  Superior  of  Los  Padres  de 
Scarboro,  who  sparked  the  move- 
ment, spending  many  an  evening  on 
the  back  porch  of  our  central  house 
arguing  the  merits  of  a socio- 
economic reform  based  on  the  co- 
operative movement  of  Antigonish. 
And  it  was  this  same  Yamasa  that 
was  chosen  to  be  the  proving  ground. 
Fr.  J.  J.  Mclver  was  singled  out  to 
put  his  hand  to  the  brand  new 
project.  He  was  ably  seconded  by  his 
Ontario  farm  neighbour,  Fr.  Francis 
Moylan  of  St.  Columban’s,  and  also 
by  Fr.  Cameron  MacDonald,  of 
Montreal. 

Some  three  years  have  passed  since 
the  first  coppers  were  piled  up  on 
the  dining-room  table  of  the  parish- 
house  in  Yamasa.  Twenty-five  bare- 
foot farmers  listened  to  one  of  their 
number  stumbling  along  as  he  read 
Co-operative  literature  based  on  the 
brotherhood  of  man  under  the 
Fatherhood  of  God.  They  studied, 
they  prayed,  they  received  their 
monthly  communion.  Their  num- 
bers increased.  Some  needed  to  clear 
up  titles  on  their  small  cacao 
farms  (the  source  of  chocolate — 
as  a group  they  did  it.  Some 


Mclver  prepares  material  for  his  new  Church. 
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of  Yamasa.  One  of  the  first 
trucks  to  enter  carried  bag  after 
bag  of  cement,  dumping  them  by  the 
river.  A dusty  jeep  weaved  its  way 
to  a stop  among  the  rocks  and  the 
local  pastor  in  work-clothes  left  the 
wheel  to  shout  the  orders.  The  bare- 
foot brigade  learned  how  to  mix 
cement  and  sand  and  lime  in  a metal 
press  to  form  a block.  Day  after  day 
they  came  in  shifts  of  twenty-five, 
and  as  the  blocks  increased  in  num- 
ber, the  pastor,  who  knew  how  to 
reach  the  labourer,  hauled  them  into 
the  little  town  by  jeep.  True,  he  had 
to  be  careful  which  blocks  he  chose 
for  the  official  government  test  in  the 
capital  city,  and  he  did  perspire  a 
little  when  the  testing  pressure 
reached  1,500  lbs.  But  the  blocks 
passed,  and  the  happy  priest  rushed 
back  to  teach  his  men  to  lay  the 


blocks  in  straight  lines.  Again  the 
days  went  by,  and  soon  an  aluminum 
roof  sparkled  and  danced  in  the 
noon-day  sun.  And  one  day  a very 
happy  Padre  of  Yamasa  cleared  the 
grounds  about  his  meeting-hall,  and 
nailed  firmly  the  huge  painted  sign 
above  the  main  doors,  “Co- 
operativa  de  Credito-Yamasa”. 

Editor’s  Note:  Since  this  was 

written,  the  men  of  the  co-operative 
have  begun  a cement  block  church, 
100'  by  60'  which  will  soon  be 
dedicated  to  St.  Joseph,  the  patron 
of  Yamasa.  Who  could  be  a com- 
munist when  he  sees  the  Catholic 
Priest  build  a town-hall  for  his 
people,  and  then  put  his  hand  to  a 
new  church — and  eat  and  sleep  and 
suffer  in  a falling-down  shack  of  a 
home?  Co-operativism  defeats  com- 
munism! 


His  Excellency  Archbishop  Pittini  addresses  the  Cooperative. 
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A Letter  From 

ii 

i; 

! A Sister  In  China 


i' 

jj  Jtt  A 


!:  Dear  Mrs. — 

ii 

I) 

!’  Many  months  have  passed  since  I 
S received  your  April  letter.  It  was 
■|  the  last  letter  I received  before  “Lib- 
j eration”,  and  because  of  the  inter- 
jj  rupted  mail  service,  it  is  only  now 
Ii  that  I have  been  able  to  answer  it. 
ij  Mail  is  coming  through  again  and 
ij  so  our  bamboo  curtain  is  raised  a 
!;i  little  to  the  outside  world-  I am  sure 
;|  that  you  have  heard  over  and  over 
l;|  again  the  details  of  our  “Liberation”, 
I so  I will  not  repeat.  God  has  been 
I careful  of  us  and  so  far  we  have  had 
(I  nothing  to  suffer.  Everything  is  in 
ij  fact  as  usual  and  we  go  through  our 
jj  work  as  in  “pre-lib”  days.  The  offi- 
ii  cials  are  most  courteous  and  seem  to 
l|  appreciate  our  work  for  the  poor. 
1]  They  help  our  work  in  that  the 
jj  number  of  our  poor  has  increased 
considerably  since  Fatima  Saturday 
in  May. 

Our  clinic  is  the  busiest  spot  in 
Ij  town.  We  daily  have  360-400  patients, 
j!  They  come  to  us  from  far  and  near 
j and  all  are  welcome.  Lately  we  have 
I been  having  a considerable  number 
j of  lepers.  It  is  impossible  to  cure 
! them,  and  hard  to  make  them  under- 
I stand  that  there  is  no  magic  in  our 
medicines.  We  dress  their  wounds 
but  beyond  that  we  are  powerless  to 
(j  help  them. 

j At  the  moment  we  are  in  the  throes 
Ij  of  a treacherous  measles  epidemic. 
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Children  are  dying  like  flies  and  we 
find  it  well  nigh  impossible  to  keep 
pace  with  the  number  of  afflicted. 
With  constant  care  and  the  powerful 
aid  of  penicillin  we  succeeded  in  sav- 
ing several  children.  This  news 
spread  through  the  town  and  into  the 
mountain  villages.  The  result  is  that 
the  babies  are  being  brought  to  the 
Convent  at  all  hours  and  from  all 
directions,  and  the  poor  distracted 
parents  expect  us  to  restore  health  to 
their  little  ones  who  are  often  beyond 
hope.  We  have  baptized  many  babies 
these  last  days  and  that  is  some  con- 
solation anyway. 

We  are  still  caring  for  the  refugees. 
Most  of  them  were  once  wealthy 
people  who  are  now  reduced  to  the 
extremest  poverty.  They  are  not  per- 
mitted to  live  inside  the  city  gates  and 
so  have  a little  settlement  of  straw 
huts  outside  the  city.  I could  not 
begin  to  describe  their  plight  and  so 
will  not  try-  We  do  our  best  to  keep 
them  from  starvation.  They  are  the 
most  grateful  people  I have  met  any- 
where and  they  are  so  appreciative 
of  anything  we  do  for  them.  God  has 
been  mindful  of  these  poor  people  by 
giving  us  a wonderful  winter  with 
plenty  of  sun  and  warm  days.  We 
clothed  the  children  but  it  was  im- 
possible for  lack  of  funds  to  do  llie 
same  for  the  adults.  God  looked  after 
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them  in  His  own  way  and  tempered 
the  weather  to  their  taste.  The  Chinese 
New  Year  is  a week  away  and  we  are 
hoping  to  supply  the  refugees  with  a 
few  pounds  of  meat.  Many  of  them 
have  not  tasted  meat  for  over 
a year.  The  New  Year  is  China’s 
greatest  festival  and  everyone  tries  to 
have  meat  on  that  day. 

February  tenth.  I have  had 
to  delay  this  letter  as  the  work 
keeps  piling  up.  Babies  are  com- 
ing in,  some  we  can  help,  others 
are  beyond  hope.  We  have  been 
asked  to  go  to  a village  some  distance 
from  here  where  every  person  in  the 
village  has  been  afflicted  with  measles. 
Because  of  the  danger  of  planes  we 
may  not  go  until  mid-afternoon  so 
I hope  to  finish  this  letter  before  I 
leave.  We  have  had  comparative  free- 
dom from  air  raids  for  the  last  few 
weeks,  but  these  days  we  are  anxious, 
and  our  ears  are  ever  alert  for  the 
sound  of  motors  in  the  clouds.  There 


is  no  air-raid  alarm  so  our  motto 
is  “Be  Prepared”.  Two  days  ago  we 
heard  the  explosion  of  bombs  before 
we  were  even  aware  that  the  planes 
were  around.  Happily  it  was  at  the 
noon-hour  and  the  clinic  patients  had 
been  dispersed.  Three  hundred  people 
can  cause  quite  a panic.  There  is 
always  a rush  for  the  air  raid  shelter 
which,  having  been  cut  out  of  the 
solid  rock,  is  quite  safe. 

We  hear  regularly  from  the  Sisters 
and  they  are  able  to  continue  their 
work.  The  Christians  are  more  fer- 
vent these  days  and  are  also  increas- 
ing in  number.  Please  God  things 
will  continue  peacefully,  and  we  pray 
that  a lasting  peace  may  come  to  poor 
war-torn  China. 

I hope  this  long  letter  has  not 
wearied  you.  Please  give  our  best 
wishes  to  the  members  of  the  Mission 
Club,  and  kindly  keep  us  in  your 
prayers. 

Yours  sincerely. 
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The  First  Days 
in 

Santo  Domingo 


by 

J.  L Beal 

S.F.M. 


This  is  my  first  stop  on  a visit 
to  some  of  the  parishes  in  the 
] Dominican  Republic.  Yester- 

day a number  of  parishioners  brought 
i a new  cape  for  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
to  replace  the  old  one  that  had 
fallen  into  disrepair.  The  new  cape 
and  head  dress  cost  over  $200.00. 

I The  statue  occupies  a niche  above 
I the  main  altar.  As  this  is  the  first 
I Sunday  of  the  month,  a High  Mass 
I was  sung  by  Father  Fullerton  at  9 
j o’clock,  followed  by  Exposition  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  until  4.15.  It 
I was  my  privilege  to  give  Benediction 
i of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  my  first 
j in  the  Dominican  Republic. 

I After  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
; Sacrament  the  procession  was  held 
I for  the  purpose  of  showing  the 
|i  people  of  the  town  the  Blessed 
; Mother  in  Her  new  garb.  The  altar 
ij|  boys,  dressed  in  white  soutanes  and 
i[  red  sashes,  led  off,  and  they  were 
followed  by  the  Band,  by  the  Chil- 
dren of  Mary,  the  Legion  of  Mary, 


and  the  parish  Societies  with  repre- 
sentative banners. 

Nothing  seems  to  be  quite  as 
popular,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Do- 
minicans as  a good  procession, 
headed  by  a band.  These  people 
could  walk  for  hours.  A nice  big 
cloud  obscured  the  sun  for  a good 
portion  of  the  walk,  a decided  bless- 
ing for  us,  since  we  could  not  very 
well  wear  our  hats.  When  the  statue 
was  returned  to  its  place  in  the 
sanctuary  by  the  people,  the  cere- 
mony was  brought  to  a close  by  the 
singing  of  the  Salve  Regina  under 
the  direction  of  Father  Allen. 

The  three  Masses  in  the  morning 
were  well  attended  and  a large  num- 
ber of  people  received  Holy  Com- 
munion. F a t h e r Hymus,  the 
Regional  Superior,  preached  at  all 
the  Masses. 

Some  time  ago  an  interesting  in- 
cident took  place  here.  One  of.  the 
women  of  the  parish  had  a very  sick 
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little  girl.  The  Doctors  did  not  seem 
to  be  able  to  do  much  for  her.  The 
poor  mother  was  worried  about  her, 
and  promised  that  if  her  daughter 
recovered  she  would  bring  30  lbs.  of 
wax  to  the  church,  and  give  it  as  a 
donation.  Thirty  pounds  was  the 
weight  of  the  sick  child.  The  little 
girl  recovered  and  the  mother  was  as 
good  as  her  word.  She  brought  the 
30  pounds  of  wax  with  her  when  she 
came  to  Mass  the  following  Sunday, 
much  to  the  annoyance  of  the  boy 
who  took  up  the  collection  that  day. 
When  he  passed  the  plate  in  her  direc- 
tion, she  gave  him  the  large  ball  of 
wax.  The  boy  was  in  difficulty;  but 
he  put  the  plate  under  his  arm,  and 
carried  the  wax  to  the  sacristy.  Then 
he  returned  to  take  up  his  collection 
where  he  had  left  off,  hoping  no 
doubt  that  no  more  wax  would  be 
offered  that  day. 

SON  JOSE  de  OCOA— March  7 
Father  Walsh  drove  his  jeep  down 
to  Bani  from  here  yesterday  to  bring 
me  up  with  him.  Apart  from  being 
a bit  thirsty  and  dusty,  he  looked  to 
be  in  fine  shape.  A few  rivets  and 
bolts  had  worked  loose  on  the  body 
of  the  jeep,  and  the  sound  it  made 
reminded  me  of  a boiler  factory.  Fr. 
Jimmie  is  a good  driver;  he  slowed 


down  for  the  goats  and  pigs  on  the 
road. 

Catholicity  was  revived  here 
by  Father  Hymus,  who  was  the 
Pastor  for  six  years,  and  the  Fathers 
see  a tremendous  change  due  to  his 
administration.  Today  is  the  day 
the  poor  come  to  the  Church  to  get 
bread  and  alms. 

One  thing  I am  not  accustomed  to 
yet  is  the  crowing  of  roosters  around 
2 a.m.  It  took  only  one  to  start  the 
confusion.  He  woke  up  all  the  rest, 
who  then  joined  in.  Then  a dog 
started  to  howl  at  the  noise  — his 
sleep  was  disturbed.  Then  a mule 
protested  by  braying.  This  wakened 
a baby  in  a nearby  house,  and  it 
started  to  cry.  When  I saw  Father 
Walsh  he  asked  me  how  I slept. 
“Very  well,”  I said,  “until  two  o’clock, 
but  if  I may  make  a suggestion,  it 
is  that  all  the  roosters  be  moved  out 
to  a distant  campo  for  the  night. 
They  are  really  disturbers  of  the 
peace.”  Father  Ernewein  never  heard 
a thing.  If  there  is  anything  like 
this  in  Consuelo,  I will  start  a cam- 
paign for  the  extermination  of 
roosters.  (Father  Beal  has  been 
appointed  Pastor  of  Consuelo). 
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;i  Already  the  animal  circle  we  make 
through  time  has  brought  us  into 
the  month  of  May,  the  heautiful 
i|  month  of  Our  Beautiful  Queen.  In  this 
ii  month  the  flowers  begin  to  pop  out, 

, and  they  are  so  many  and  so  beauti- 
!|  ful.  How  lovely  they  look  on  our 
"i  parish  altar  after  the  procession  in 
] honour  of  the  Queen  of  the  May.  But 
' wat  a minute,  let  us  think  a little. 

I Do  you  remember,  last  month, 
April,  wasnd  it?  Do  you  remember 
] how  much  you  were  hoping  that  the 
<ij  sun  would  come  out,  and  then  it 
l|l  would  spoil  everything  and  start 
I raining?  The  boys  thought  it  would 
I be  nice  enough  maybe  to  throw  a 
[ baseball  around  the  street,  and  the 
i girls  thought  it  would  be  about  time 
ill  to  get  the  skipping  ropes  out,  but 
'!  then  of  course  it  rained  and  spoiled 
p everything.  But  it  is  good  that  it 
I rained  because  if  it  hadnt  rained  in 
I April  then  there  would  have  been 
I no  nice  flowers  for  Our  Lady's  altar 
in  May.  April  showers  bring  May 
flowers.  Isn't  that  the  way  things 
go?  Really  the  May  flowers  are 
beautiful,  and  we  are  glad  that  it 
rained  in  April,  arent  we,  because 
the  rains  did  bring  these  flowers  out 
so  beautifully? 


W ell,  hoys  and  girls,  as  ive  grow 
a little  older,  we  are  going  to  see 
much  the  same  thing  in  life.  There 
are  going  to  be  many  days  when  we 
have  the  showers  and  the  blues.  Days 
when  things  seem  to  be  tougher  than 
we  can  really  take.  But  if  we  can 
always  trust  God  Who  is  so  much 
smarter  than  we  are,  and  Who  knows 
so  much  better  than  we  do,  what  is 
good  for  us,  then  we  will  understand 
that  we  must  have  the  sad  days  if 
we  want  the  glad  days.  Because  of 
the  dull  days  the  bright  days  seem 
so  nice.  God  only  asks  us  to  trust 
Him,  and  so  whatever  comes  along 
we  will  try  to  do  that,  won't  we?  By 
knowing  always  that  whatever  God 
wants  is  best  we  will  have  many 
chances  to  offer  those  sacrifices  that 
we  have  to  make,  to  God  for  the 
missionaries  far  away  from  home. 
They  are  trying  to  bring  the  light  of 
faith  to  the  pagan  thousands,  who 
have  dark  days  all  the  time,  because 
where  there  is  no  faith  there  is  no 
light.  Trust  God,  love  God,  serve 
God.  That  is  what  Our  Lady  did, 
not  only  during  May,  but  alirays. 

Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  join  your  Rose 
Garden.  1 am  6 years  old  and  in 
Grade  1 at  St.  Marys’s  School.  I have 
been  savings  my  pennies  and  I am 
sending  them  to  you  to  help  the  mis- 
sions. I am  saving  stamps  too.  1 am 
sending  my  photo.  I hope  you  can 
put  it  in  the  China  Magazine  ij  you 
have  a little  corner. 

Your  little  friend, 

Margaret  Kelly, 

1711  Fort  William,  Ont. 

Dear  Margaret: 

My,  what  a lovely  smile!  You  are 
most  welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden. 
I’m  sure  we  will  find  a corner  for 
your  picture.  Thank  you  for  sending 
it. 

I see  you  are  working  hard  for 
the  missions.  Keep  it  up  and  I want 
you  to  pray  hard,  too.  Say  lots  of 
tiny  prayers  like  “My  Jesus  Mercy” 
and  “Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  pray  for 
us,”  these  are  pleasing  to  Our  Lord 
and  He  doesn’t  expect  little  people 
to  say  real  long  prayers.  When  you 
get  a little  older  you  can  do  that. 
This  will  help  you  to  prepare  for 
your  First  Holy  Communion  too. 
JTen  you  will  have  something  very 
wonderful  to  offer  for  the  missions. 


Keep  up  the  good  work  and  may 
God  Bless  you,  little  Rose  Bud. 

Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 

Rev.  & Dear  Father  Jim: 

How  are  you?  I would  like  to 
have  my  name  in  the  pen  pal  list 
please.  I am  13  years  of  age  and  Fm 
in  grade  seven.  Please  answer  my 
letter  in  the  China,  Idl  be  looking 
for  it.  I read  the  China  every  month. 
Could  1 please  be  a member  of  the 
Little  FloweCs  Rose  Garden.  Fll 
always  pray  for  you.  I’m  sending  you 
some  stamps.  Would  you  please  send 
me  a mite  box. 

Marie  Duffy, 

23  Day  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Dear  Marie: 

Thank  you  for  the  stamps.  I’m 
glad  to  see  you  working  for  the  mis- 
sions. You  can  help  a great  deal  by 
prayer  and  sacrifice.  Remember  God 
is  never  outdone  in  generosity.  The 
work  in  the  foreign  missions  is  in- 
deed a very  important  one.  Just  think 
your  prayers  may  win  the  Faith  for 
some  poor  pagan  soul.  The  priests 
and  sisters  are  counting  on  you  so 
don’t  let  them  down,  will  you?  I am 
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sending  the  mite  box  you  asked  for 
and  you  are  now  enrolled  as  a Bud, 
ready  to  work  along  with  a wonderful 


Father  Jim. 


Dear  Marilyn: 

Thank  you  for  your  letter.  I en- 
joyed hearing  from  you.  I am  send- 
ing your  mite  box  and  hope  you  will 
be  able  to  make  good  use  of  it. 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  be  a member  oj  the 
; Rose  Garden.  I will  save  a lot  of 
money  to  help  the  poor  pagan  chil- 
: dren.  Most  of  the  children  in  my 
; room  are  Rose  Buds.  Please  send  me 
j a mite  box. 

Your  friend, 

Gordon  Patterson, 

221  Bonaccord  St., 
Moncton,  N.B. 


: Dear  Gordon: 

Many  thanks  for  your  letter.  It  is 
a pleasure  to  hear  from  young  people 
i wanting  to  help  the  missions.  We 
! have  a lot  of  Buds  in  our  Garden 
j from  Moncton  and  I’m  happy  to  say 
I they  are  all  good  workers.  We  can 
I still  use  more.  See  what  you  can  do 
and  maybe  your  example  will  en- 
courage other  lads  of  your  age  to 
i join  and  help  the  unfortunate  boys 
of  China  who  need  our  help  so  much. 

I'  God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  twelve  years  old  and  I go  to 
Holy  Name  School.  I am  in  grade 
seven  and  I am  very  much  interested 
in  the  missions. 

If  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  send 
me  a mite  box  / will  try  to  help  out 
;i  with  your  mission  work. 

|i  Wishing  you  every  success  in  your 
ij  mission. 

j Yours  sincerely, 

Marilyn  Roach, 

24  Gough  Ave., 
Toronto,  Out. 


Prayer,  too,  is  very  important.  You 
have  no  idea  how  much  our  priests 
need  your  prayers  in  their  work.  Try 
to  say  little  ejaculations  for  the 
missions.  These  ejaculations  will  ob- 
tain from  God  the  graces  necessary 
for  the  missioners  and  those  among 
whom  they  labour.  You  may  never 
know  how  much  good  you  can  do — 
cleaning  your  teeth,  say  “My  Jesus 
Mercy,”  opening  a door,  say  “My 
God  I love  Thee”,  going  up  and 
down  stairs,  putting  on  your  shoes — 
you  can  think  of  hundreds  of  ways. 
So  why  not  try  it  now?  I know  God 
will  bless  you  and  be  assured  of  a 
constant  remembrance  in  all  the 
Masses  of  our  missioners. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


Ida  Langevin,  Grade  4,  Dr.  Swift  School, 
Lac  LaBiche,  Alberta. 
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New  Members  and  Pen  Pals 


ST.  MARY’S,  ST.  3IAR\’S  15AY,  NFIA>. 

Rousell,  Rita,  10;  Rousell,  Marie,  11; 
PoAver,  Bernadette,  8;  Gibbons,  Donald 
P.,  7;  Mooney,  James,  8;  Mooney,  John. 
9 ; Gibbons,  Seumas,  8. 

LAC  LA  BICHE,  ALTA. 

Seguin,  Sue,  8;  Michetti,  Douglas,  8; 
Johnston,  Carol,  9;  Bourque,  Margaret, 
11;  Sampietro,  Ronald,  10;  Boucher,  Pat- 
rick, 11 ; Zinko,  Lillian,  7 ; Boucher,  Vir- 
ginia, 10 ; Cadieux,  Doris,  9 ; Lackonick, 
George,  9;  Osterholm,  Mary,  8;  Langevin, 
Leo,  8 ; Boucher,  Emma,  11 ; Tremblay, 
Patrick,  8;  Joncas,  Lucille,  8;  Onofrew, 
John,  8;  Baglot,  Alcide,  9;  Boyko, 
Michael,  8;  Langevin,  Ida,  7;  Bone,  Annie, 
12;  Boucher,  Alice,  11;  Fostner,  Joyce,  11, 
01(5  Glebeholm  Blvd.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; Mor- 
rison, Claire,  Copper  Cliff,  Ont. ; Torpey, 
Lucille,  12,  585  Elm  St.,  Peterboro,  Ont.; 
McGillivray,  Angela,  Old  Chelsea,  Que. ; 
Ward,  Sandra,  10,  44  Tragina  Ave.  S., 
Hamilton,  Ont.  ; Ragg,  Mary,  10,  1510 
Main  E.,  Hamilton,  Ont.  ; Labelle,  Juliette, 
Chelsea,  Que. ; MacNeil,  Margaret  Clair, 
Glassburn,  N.S. ; LeMay,  Mary  Denise,  11, 
231  N.  Brodie  St.,  Fort  William,  Ont.; 
Demuik,  Gosette,  13,  114  Donlands  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. ; Haller,  Elizabeth,  20  Park- 
way Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Haller,  Mar- 
garet, 20  Parkway  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.; 
Munroe,  Kenneth,  12,  R.R.  No.  2,  Peter- 
boro, Ont. ; Sinclair,  Helen  Ann,  Box  75, 
Keswick,  Ont. ; Sinclair,  Marion,  12,  Box 
75,  Keswick,  Ont. 

ENFIELD,  N.S. 

Horne,  Bernadette,  8;  MacDonell,  Rita, 
9;  Mailman,  Marie,  10,  MacDonell,  Muriel, 
9;  O’Neill,  Christina,  9;  Saccary,  Mar- 
jorie, 10;  MacDonell,  James,  11;  Benere, 
Douglas,  10 ; Parks,  Raymond,  9 ; Rich- 
ardson, William,  9;  Arnold,  Ann,  6;  Corn- 
foot,  Victor,  6;  Garden.  Coleene,  6;  Horne, 
Clarie,  6;  Ledwidge,  Elizabeth,  6;  Lytle, 
Donna,  6;  Mailman,  Lester,  0;  MacDon- 
ell, Barbara,  6;  MacDonell,  Douglas.  0; 
MacDonell,  Louis,  6 ; MacDonell,  Dieana, 
(5;  MacDowell,  Beverly,  0;  Osborne,  John, 
(5;  Richardson,  Luella,  7;  Richardson, 
Louise,  8;  Stevens,  Keith,  7;  Benere, 
Yvonne,  8;  Cornfoot,  Patricia,  8;  Currie, 
Alice,  8;  Horne,  Donald.  8;  Horne.  Flor- 
ence, 8;  MacDowell,  Sheila,  8;  O’Neill, 
Jerome,  8;  Benere,  Bernard,  8;  Garden, 
Mailene,  8;  MacDonnell,  I.<eo,  8;  Mac- 
Donell, Gerard,  8;  MacDonell,  Dolores,  8; 
MacDonell,  Robert,  8;  MacDonell,  Ann,  8; 
MacDonell,  Jean,  8;  MacDonell,  Roderick, 
9;  Richardson,  Margaiet,  10;  Horne. 
Nancy,  8. 

AVONDALE  MILL  RD.,  NFLD. 

Mason,  Mary,  8. 

BADGER,  NFLD. 

McDonald,  Neil,  9. 

HALFWAY  POINT  BAY  OF  ISLANDS, 
NFLD. 

Donahue,  Alice,  14;  Donahue,  Basil,  11. 


PORT  AU  PORT  AVEST,  NFLD. 

Cochrane,  James,  10;  Formanger,  Ger- 
ald, 9;  Quann,  Michael,  14;  Hynes,  Ber- 
nard, 14;  Doucette,  Helen,  9;  Doucette, 
Grade,  11 ; Doucette,  Eileen,  11 ; Doucette, 
Veronica,  10;  Doucette,  Catherine,  7; 
Doucette,  Viola,  8;  Doucette,  Marie,  (5; 
Doucette,  Leona,  G;  Doucette,  Edith,  8; 
Rowe,  Rhona,  10 ; Quann,  Marie,  9 ; Rowe, 
Eileen,  8;  MacDonald,  Evelyn,  8;  March, 
Veronica,  7;  Cochrane,  Madge,  6;  Hynes, 
Yvonne,  11;  March,  Rose;  Hynes,  Patsy, 
7;  Hunt,  Rosalie,  9;  Hynes,  Fintan,  10; 
Cochrane,  Albert,  7 ; MacDonald,  Gerald, 
9;  Rowe,  William,  7;  Doucette,  Gabriel, 
(5;  Doucette,  Teddy,  8;  Doucette,  Matthew, 
8 : O’Neill,  Michael,  G ; Doucette,  Cyril,  9 ; 
Ma  rch,  Gerald,  9 ; Doucette,  Nelson,  9 ; 
Gushue,  Leonard,  7, 

CAMROSE,  ALTA. 

Golembusk,  Marian,  11. 

EDMONTON,  ALTA. 

Wallace,  Pamela,  9,  10044  - KMith  St. ; 
Lorieau,  Fleruette,  18,  Rosary  Hall. 

LAC  LA  BICHE,  ALTA. 

Boucher,  Annie,  9 ; Boucher,  Martha, 
13;  Gervais,  Florence,  9;  Maccagno, 
Tommy,  7 ; Pudiger,  Annette,  12 ; Pudiger, 
Esther,  13. 

RED  DEER,  ALTA. 

Hermary,  Therese,  IG. 

FERNIE,  B.C. 

Godderis,  Eugene,  12,  Box  542;  God- 
deris,  Francis,  13,  Box  542. 

KELOWNA,  B.C. 

Moss,  Sheila,  14,  Box  1003;  Perron, 
Yvonne,  14,  1115  St.  Paul  St. 

NELSON,  B.C. 

Ackert,  Joel  Patrick,  11,  924  Falls  St. ; 
Morrison,  Michael,  1009  Carbonate  St. 
VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Walsh,  Marianne,  1279  Nicola  St. 

CHAPEAU,  QUE. 

Cameron,  Vera,  8,  St.  Alphonsus  School ; 
Carroll,  Bobby,  7 ; Carroll,  Mary,  9 ; 
Chaput,  Merina,  9 ; Flemming,  Harold,  9 ; 
Foner,  Florence,  9 ; Gagnon,  Helen,  10 ; 
St.  Alphonsus  School ; Gray,  Geraldine, 
11,  St.  Alphonsus  School;  Gray,  Sydney, 
7 ; Kane,  Benny,  7,  St.  Alphonsus  School ; 
Kane,  Verna,  9,  St.  Alphonsus  School ; 
Kelly,  Mervryn,  7 ; Marckildom,  Beverly, 
7 ; Raymond,  Chester,  7,  St.  Alphonsus 
School ; Raymond,  Jean,  8,  St.  Alphonsus 
School;  Raymond,  Noella,  10;  Venasse, 
Lorna,  7,  St.  Alphonsus  School ; Venasse, 
Lucille,  8,  St.  Alphonsus  School. 

OUTREaiONT,  QUE. 

St.  Denis,  Eileen,  15,  5827  Desrochers 
St. 

DOZOIS,  QUE. 

St.  Denis,  Imcien,  Via  KippiAva. 

LOTIIBINIERE,  QUE, 
Chevrotiere  de  la,  Camille,  15,  Loth- 
l)iniere  Co. 
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I ^cariioro  Jforeign  jWtssion 

J:  J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarhoro 

Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarhoro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  we  this  month  want  to  mention  the 
following  as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


St.  Patrick’s  School 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls’  School 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School 
Killarney,  Ont. 

The  Leonard  School 
Quebec  City,  Que. 

Ardmore  School 
Ardmore,  N.S. 


Holy  Angel’s  Convent 
Sydney,  N.S. 

St.  Theresa’s  School 
Scarhoro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

R.C.  School 

Otterbury,  Harbour  Grace,  Nfld. 

St.  Bernard’s  School 
Whitby,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Mercy  School 
Sarnia,  Out. 


.1 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


Pray  For  Our  Deceased 
Benefactors 

Mrs.  Patrick  Gallagher,  Glace  Bay, 

N.S. 

Mrs.  John  MacPherson,  Sydney 
Mines,  N.S. 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  O’Brien,  Toronto, 
Ont. 

Mr.  Jas.  Dwyer,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Mrs.  M.  D.  Mombouquette,  L’Ar- 
doise  West,  C.B.,  N.S. 

Mr.  Ross  Trimble,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Mr.  Vincent  Morrison,  Toronto, 
Ont. 

Mr.  S.  G.  Crowell,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Rev.  M.  F.  Dwyer,  Windsor,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Jose  Jackson,  St.  Peters,  N.S. 

Mr.  Otto  Knoeh,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Rev.  C.  D.  MeRae,  brother  of  Rt. 
Rev.  J.  E.  MeRae  (Glen  Robertson, 
Ont.). 

Rev.  Charles  MeRae,  of  the  Dioeese 
of  Alexandria,  and  a brother  of  the 
former  Superior  General  of  the 
Society,  passed  away  April  2nd.  He 
was  buried  the  following  Wednesday 
following  a Requiem  Mass  celebrated 
by  His  Excellency  Bishop  Brodeur. 
We  assure  Monsignor  McRae  of  our 
continued  prayers  for  the  repose  of 
Father  McRae’s  soul. 

As  we  go  to  press  we  regretfully 
learn  of  the  death  of  two  friends  of 
Scarboro  Foreign  Missions,  the  Most 
Rev.  James  Morrison,  Archbishop  of 
Antigonish,  N.S.,  and  Rt.  Rev.  John 
Harris,  Pastor  of  Long  Branch,  To- 
ronto. The  Archbishop  is  a brother 
of  Father  Vincent  Morrison  S.F.M. 

April  11th  was  the  big  day  in 
LONDON,  Ontario.  The  London 
group  of  the  Mission  League  of  the 


Little  Flower  put  on  their  annual 
Scarboro  Night,  and  the  party  this 
year  was  even  a greater  success  than 
that  of  last  year.  We  want  to  thank 
the  group  in  London,  Ontario,  for 
their  mission  zeal,  and  the  great  help 
they  are  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Missions. 

TORONTO  WOMEN’S  AUXILI- 
ARY of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sions put  on  its  annual  Spring  Bridge 
in  Columbus  Hall,  at  8.30  p.m. 
on  the  evening  of  the  12th  of  April. 
The  Hall  was  filled  to  capacity  and 
the  evening  was  a great  tribute  to 
the  work  the  women  had  put  into  the 
affair.  The  presidents  of  three 
divisions  in  Toronto  convened  the 
affair,  namely,  Mrs.  Thos.  Stables, 
Mrs.  Wm.  Ingoldsby  and  Mrs.  W.  J. 
Cummings.  Mrs.  Teresa  Ralston  was 
prize  convener,  and  Miss  Swalwell 
handled  the  draw  for  the  prizes,  more 
than  fifty  in  number.  An  executive  of 
fifteen  worked  in  preparation  for  the 
Bridge,  and  the  results  were  indica- 
tive of  the  efforts  put  into  the  affair. 

The  MONTREAL  unit  of  the  Mis- 
sion League  of  the  Little  Flower,  is 
due  to  have  “Scarboro  Night”  foil 
this  year,  early  in  May.  The  party 
they  have  put  on  in  previous  years 
has  always  been  a great  success  and 
there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that 
the  one  this  year  will  be  a repeater 
along  those  lines. 


In  thanksgiving  for  a favour'  re- 
ceived through  the  intercession  of  the 
Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary.  Mrs.  M. 
W.,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

In  thanksgiving  for  many  favours 
received  through  St.  Joseph,  Holy 
Family,  St.  Jude,  The  Holy  Infant  of 
Prague  and  the  Holy  Souls.  S.T.B., 
Renews,  Nfld. 
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Holy  Year  Pilgrimage 

Combined  with  a visit  to 

The  Marian  Shrines  of  Enrope 

under  the  auspices  of 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Soeiety 

TORONTO,  CANADA 

Sailing  from  New  York  to  Cobh,  September  6,  1950 
Returning  from  Cherbourg,  October  20,  1950 

Cabin  class  in  the  Luxury  Cunard  Liner  Mauretania 

# 

50  days  k 

All  inclusive  rate  (New  York  to  New  York)  ,,  $1,360.00 

(Canadian) 


HIGHLIGHTS  OF  PILGRIMAGE 
Six-day  tour  of  Ireland,  including  Marian  Shrine  at  Knock  — 
Sightseeing  in  London  and  environs  — Stopovers  at  Barcelona 
and  Madrid  — Visit  to  the  Shrine  of  the  Little  Flower  at  Lisieux 
— Devotions  at  Lourdes  and  Fatima  — Sightseeing  in  Milan, 
Venice,  Genoa  and  Florence — Visit  to  Assisi — Four  days  in  Rome. 

Motor  tour  of  Italian  and  French  Rivieras. 


PARTICIPATION  IN  HOLY  YEAR  EXERCISES  IN 
ROME.  AUDIENCE  WITH  HIS  HOLINESS 
POPE  PIUS  XII 


EARLY  APPLICATION  FOR  PILGRIMAGE  MEMBERSHIP 
STRONGLY  ADVISED 

For  reservations  please  address: 

HOLY  YEAR  PILGRIMAGE, 

60  CRESCENT  RD. 

TORONTO,  ONT. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Thirty-One 


Is  a blind,  pleasure-mad  generation  destroying  the  soul  of 
America,  hastening  the  fatal  hour  of  Divine  retribution? 

Read  the  answers  in  the  FATIMA  BOOK  of  1950. 

"FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE" 

by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath  P.A.,  S.F.M. 

Foreword  by  Rev.  Jas.  M.  Gillis  C.S.P. 

$1.00  Postpaid 

For  two  and  a half  years  Monsignor  McGrath  has  directed 
the  Pilgrim  tour  in  forty-two  states,  and  sixty  Dioceses  of  the  United 
States.  His  experience  lends  weight  to  his  grim  appraisal  of  moral 
conditions  ‘^Unparalleled  since  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  ’,  and  his 
urgent  insistence  that  we  have  so  little  time. 

Send  your  orders  to: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 


Burses  for  the  Education  | 
of  Priests 


What  is  a Burse? 

A burse  is  a sum  of  money  given  to  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  to  be  invested,  and  on  which 
the  interest  is  used  for  the  education  of  priests.  A burse 
represents  a sum  of  ^5,000.00. 

How  to  Establish  a Burse 

A burse  can  be  established  in  whole  or  in  part  by 
merely  donating  five  thousand  dollars  in  whole,  or  in 
instalments,  indicating  that  you  wish  it  to  be  used  as 
a burse  fund. 

Why  a Burse? 

Because  your  money  can  be  invested  in  no  better 
way  than  by  dedicating  it  to  the  education  of  priests 
who  will  spend  their  lives  spreading  Christ’s  teaching 
throughout  the  world.  We  contribute  much  money  each 
year  to  various  benevolent  societies  because  of  the 
nature  of  their  philanthropic  work.  Is  there  any  work 
more  life-giving  than  bringing  Christian  principles  into 
the  lives  of  the  thousands  who  have  never  had  a chance 
to  know  of  Christ  or  His  teachings? 

If  You  Are  Interested  Please  Write  to: 

VERY  REV.  FATHER  GENERAL, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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Monsignor  Fraser 
Leaves  for  Japan 


There  is  little  doubt  about  the 
fact  that  Rt.  Rev.  John  M. 
Fraser,  the  founder  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is 
the  most  famous  Missionary  in  Can- 
ada. Perhaps  we  should  say  from 
Canada,  because  he  has  spent  the 
greater  part  of  his  life  outside  his 
native  land  of  Canada.  He  was  the 
first  Catholic  Missionary  from  Amer- 
ica to  go  to  China,  and  now  he  has 
done  something  which  very  few  others 
have  ever  done.  After  spending  most 
of  his  life  since  the  year  1902,  when 
he  first  went  to  China,  in  that  land, 
he  has  now  started  out  for  a mission 
in  Japan. 

Monsignor  Fraser  for  the  last  six 
months  has  been  studying  the  Japa- 
nese language,  and  on  arrival  in 
Japan  will  go  to  the  Diocese  of 
Nagasaki,  where  our  own  mission  is 
located.  The  Most  Rev.  Paul  Yama- 
guchi,  the  Bishop  of  Nagasaki,  has 
invited  him  to  take  over  a parish 
there,  until  such  a time  as  it  may 
be  possible  for  him  to  return  to 
China. 

It  is  a rare  thing  to  see  a man 
starting  out  to  a new  mission  at  a 
time  in  life  when  most  men  have 
decided  to  lay  down  the  responsi- 
bilities of  an  active  life.  In  this  Mon- 
signor Fraser  is  a great  example  for 
the  priests  of  the  Society  which  he 
founded  in  1918,  and  there  is  not 
one  of  them  who  does  not  wish  him 
every  success  in  his  present  under- 
taking. It  is  this  same  indomdable 
spirit  which  brought  forth  the  Scar- 
boro Foreign  Mission  Society,  for 
only  Monsignor’s  unfailing  optimism 
and  confidence  in  God’s  £>:race  ever 


made  such  a foundation  possible. 
Realizing  the  necessity  for  foreign 
mission  work  as  a basic  principle  of 
Christian  teaching.  Monsignor  Fraser 
left  home  and  family  for  China  in  a 
day  when  Canada  itself  was  still  con- 
sidered by  one  and  all  as  a mis- 
sionary country.  His  fruitful  fore- 
sight proved  to  be  correct  when  most 
of  the  opinion  of  his  time  would 
seem  to  have  indicated  his  action  as 
premature,  if  not  rash.  He  well  knew 
that  many  blessings  would  come  to 
Canada  only  because  priests  and  sis- 
ters would  leave  all  for  other  nations 
not  knowing  Christ  or  Christian 
principles. 

In  the  present  day  when  so  many 
people  are  living  for  themselves  alone, 
and  in  a world  filled  with  turmoil 
consequent  to  world-wide  selfishness, 
thinking  people  realize  that  many 
of  the  blessings  of  a country  like 
Canada  are  due  to  the  sacrifices  of 
those  who  are  prepared  to  give  up 
all  these  blessings  for  others.  It  seems 
at  times  that  everything  flows  one 
way  as  far  as  foreign  mission 
work  is  concerned,  and  yet  it  would 
be  rash  to  forget  that  in  return  for 
every  estimable  dollar  that  goes  into 
this  work  inestimable  graces  come 
out  of  it  for  those  who  help  it. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Three 


A Strange 
Sick-call 


By 

James  Walsh 

S.F.M. 


IN  THE  course  of  any  missionary’s 
daily  routine  he  travels  into  many 
strange  places,  where  he  sees 
strange  things.  However  the  strangest 
sick-call  I have  been  on  since  coming 
to  the  Dominican  Republic  six  years 
ago  was  early  this  year. 

Father  Pat  Moore  and  I hap- 
pened to  be  in  the  house  together, 
when  I heard  him  talking  to  some- 
one whom  I took  be  about  one  hun- 
dred years  old.  Not  that  I know  how 
a person  of  that  ripe  old  age  should 
talk,  but  that  this  individual  had  the 
strangest  voiee  I have  ever  heard. 
Actually  he  was  a young  fellow  of 
about  twenty-five  years  of  age.  He 
had  come  to  call  the  priest  to  a sick 
woman  who  swore  that  she  would 
not  eat  until  she  had  gone  to  con- 
fession. The  place  where  she  lived 
was  not  even  in  my  parish,  but  after 
a consultation  I set  out  at  three 
o’clock  on  my  trusty  steed,  accom- 
panied by  my  guide  astride  a horse 
which  could  not  in  any  way  disguise 
any  single  bone  in  its  body.  At  the 
borderline  of  my  parish,  after  a three 
hour  ride,  I dismounted  to  have  a 
cup  of  coffee  much  to  the  dissatis- 
faction of  my  guide  who  reminded 
me  that  we  had  a long  way  to  go  yet. 
At  nine  o’clock  in  the  evening  we 


arrived  at  the  house  of  the  sick 
woman,  and  in  the  last  hour  of  riding 
I had  only  seen  two  houses.  Typical 
of  the  houses  in  the  hills,  the  walls 
of  this  one  were  made  of  upright 
saplings  held  in  position  with  palm 
fibre.  It  was  pitch  dark  and  drizzling 
rain  had  begun  to  fall.  Entering  the 
room,  poorly  lighted  by  a smoky  oil 
lamp,  I saw  many  people  sitting  about 
the  room  in  complete  silence.  The 
sick  woman  was  sitting  up  in  bed 
her  face  horribly  distorted  and  eyes 
bulging.  One  look  was  enough  for 
me.  Her  hands  were  working  back 
and  forth  as  if  she  were  trying  to 
free  them.  That  is  exactly  what  she 
was  trying  to  do  although  there  were 
no  visible  cords  holding  them.  The 
spirits  had  her  bound.  Furthermore 
in  a bed  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
was  a young  man  of  about  twenty 
years  laid  out  like  a corpse  but  grin- 
ning up  at  me  as  I caught  his  eye. 
The  spirits  also  had  laid  him  low. 
My  first  thought  was  to  give  them  all 
a good  pieee  of  my  mind,  but  I 
thought  I might  as  well  make  the 
best  of  a bad  day,  and  sit  around 
and  chat  with  the  others  ignoring  the 
pseudo-sick  who  in  their  ignorance 
were  toying  with  the  power  of  the 
devil. 
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I The  first  sign  of  life  from  the 
'i  corpse  was  an  order  to  a young  bro- 
[ ther  to  bring  in  the  incense.  A 
I counter-order  from  me  kept  him  in 
1 his  place.  After  some  small  talk  about 
things  in  general  and  some  serious 
talk  against  the  spirits  by  me  at  least, 
I was  invited  to  see  the  chapel.  The 
chapel  was  only  a few  feet  from  the 
house  and  like  the  house  made  of 
: upright  saplings  lined  with  sheets 
of  palm  bark.  The  wall  near  the 
' house  had  a very  long  low  altar,  and 
I the  altar  was  decorated  with  more 
holy  pictures  than  a church-goods 
' store.  Here  I held  forth  until  supper 
! time  about  10.30.  All  my  efforts 
were  in  vain  and  the  sick  woman  and 
I her  son  persisted  in  working  along 
with  the  spirits. 

After  supper,  as  it  was  about  eleven 
o’clock,  I indicated  that  I would  like 
to  retire  for  the  night.  I was  quickly 
i informed  that  we  had  not  yet  said 
the  Rosary.  In  the  six  hours  along 
I the  road  I had  the  said  the  Rosary 
I several  times  and  after  the  super- 
j stition  I had  seen  they  could  say  the 
i Rosary  alone  as  far  as  I was  con- 
I cerned.  I wanted  to  go  to  bed.  With 
I that  they  gave  in  and  started  to  put 
j up  a hammock  in  the  room  off  the 
I Chapel  which  had  no  doors,  and 
large  open  spaces  in  the  wall.  It  was 
i quite  chilly  and  raining  and  when  I 
insisted  that  they  hang  the  hammock 
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in  the  Chapel,  they  gave  in. 

I was  just  complacently  contem- 
plating a nice  night’s  rest  when  I 
heard  loud  talking  from  the  house. 
It  was  the  voice  of  the  corpse,  telling 
his  father  a thing  or  two  for  having 
allowed  me  to  sleep  in  the  Chapel. 
I went  to  the  house  and  took  the 
young  fellow  to  task.  He  was  quite 
indignant.  The  voices  I heard  he  said 
came  from  the  spirits.  He  himself 
had  not  uttered  a word.  I gave  up 
and  went  back  to  the  Chapel  to  rest. 
However  rest  was  not  to  come  for 
some  time. 

The  next  intruder  was  the  woman. 
Over  the  sounds  of  the  rain  pouring 
down  in  earnest  now  came  her 
screams  of  defiance.  She  called  on 
God  and  the  saints  to  witness  that  I 
was  the  greatest  scamp  alive.  What 
had  I done  now?  Oh  yes,  it  was  the 
spirits  again.  I had  called  the  whole 
thing  just  a lot  of  nonsense.  I had 
heard  of  these  superstitious  practices 
before  but  this  was  my  first  ex- 
perience of  it  in  six  years.  It  was  a 
relic  of  the  Voodoo  of  the  slaves 
from  the  Colonial  days.  The  dozen 
people  in  the  house  had  begun  the 
Rosary,  and  then  the  woman  began 
her  rounds.  Over  and  above  tlic 
water  coming  in  the  form  of  rain,  I 
could  hear  the  Holy  Water  being 
sprinkled  against  the  walls  of  tlu' 
Chapel.  I decided  that  the  best  thing 
I could  do  at  llu‘  mofuent  was  to 
secure  the  door  which  slie  lalei  h it‘d 
to  open.  1 knew  tliat  1 was  in  for  an 
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all-night  vigil  as  no  one  could  say 
just  what  kind  of  foolishness  would 
go  on.  I was  wakened  from  a doze 
by  the  crackling  of  brittle  palm 
board.  It  was  the  corpse  again  re- 
moving the  corner  of  the  Chapel.  I 
was  out  of  the  hammock  in  a second. 
I thought  they  had  already  entered 
the  Chapel  but  they  had  not.  The 
whole  business  was  getting  rather 
nerve-wracking.  I was  never  so  tired 
in  my  life,  and  now  I couldn’t  sleep 
and  besides  I had  a splitting  head- 
ache. When  I determined  that  no 
other  was  hiding  in  the  Chapel,  I told 
the  husband  of  the  woman  that  if 
he  would  come  to  the  door  I would 
let  him  in.  I then  proceeded  to  tell 
the  husband  how  he  should  treat 
his  “guests”.  By  this  time  I wanted 
to  placate  even  the  spirits.  Apparently 
it  worked  because  although  the  chant- 
ing and  prayers  had  gone  on  all  this 
time  the  people  said  “let  the  Padre 
sleep”. 


At  dawn  I was  up  and  raring  to  go. 
The  household  was  awake  in  fifteen 
minutes.  They  began  to  come  out  of 
the  house  very  sheepishly,  and  there 
were  twice  as  many  as  I had  seen  the 
night  previous.  Not  a word  of  the 
night’s  proceedings  were  mentioned 
by  anyone,  much  less  by  me.  All  I 
wanted  was  my  mule  and  someone  to 
show  me  the  road  home. 

Indicative  of  the  government’s  de- 
sire to  stamp  out  this  kind  of  super- 
stition was  the  fact  that  these  people 
found  themselves  locked  up  in  jail 
for  six  months  as  soon  as  the  incident 
became  known  to  the  authorities. 
Poor  benighted  people.  But  it  is  a 
dangerous  superstition  and  the  au- 
thorities have  taken  a strong  stand 
on  the  matter.  The  leaders  in  this 
spirit  dabbling  are  all  powerful,  and 
are  to  be  obeyed  implicitly.  This  has 
caused  people  to  actually  starve  them- 
selves to  death  or  to  inflict  on  them- 
selves grave  bodily  harm. 


The  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima 

We  have  a limited  number  of  HOLY  CARDS,  prayer-book 
size,  beautifully  done  in  colour,  depicting  OUR  LADY  OF 
FATIMA.  On  the  reverse  side  are  OUR  LADY’S  specifica- 
tions for  practising  the  devotion  of  Fatima,  which  she  pre- 
scribed FOR  WORLD  PEACE. 

These  are  most  suitable  for  distribution  to  the  school 
children,  C.Y.O.’s,  Sodalities,  to  the  parishioners  in  general. 
They  are  most  appropriate  for  the  encouragement  of  the 
recitation  of  the  Rosary  in  the  Family. 

These  may  be  obtained  for  ^2.00  a hundred  from 

THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO 
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IN  THE  year  1510  the  Cathedral  of 
St.  Mary  Minor  began  to  rise 
from  the  heart  of  the  walled  city  of 
Santo  Domingo,  situated  on  the 
Caribbean  coast  of  the  island  which 
Columbus  called  “La  Espanola”.  It 
was  the  first  Cathedral  to  be  con- 
structed in  the  Western  Hemisphere 
and  marked  the  beginning  of  a 
glorious  era  for  the  Church,  not  only 
in  Santo  Domingo,  but  throughout 
Latin  America. 

Unfortunately,  just  as  night  fol- 
lows the  day,  a period  of  darkness 
and  decay  followed  the  dazzling,  early 
success  of  Christianity  in  America. 
The  expulsion  of  the  Jesuits,  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  deprived  the 
Latin  American  countries  of  a very 
large  percentage  of  their  priests.  The 
wars  of  Independence  and  other 
political  upheavals  further  depleted 
the  ranks  of  the  clergy.  These  events, 
together  with  others  of  lesser  im- 
portance, gave  rise  to  the  present 
situation  in  which  there  are  millions 
of  Catholics  without  priests  to  care 
for  their  spiritual  needs. 


Santo  Domingo  was  just  one  of  the 
countries  thus  affected.  When,  in 
1943,  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  took  up  work  there,  it  learned 
that  there  were  less  than  twenty 
native  priests  among  the  two  million 
baptized  souls.  Is  there  any  wonder 
that  the  Archbishop  of  America’s 
most  ancient  See  received  the  Scar- 
boro priests  with  open  arms? 

This  same  Archbishop,  while  glad- 
ly accepting  the  assistance  of  foreign 
priests,  is  leaving  no  stone  unturned 
to  build  up  a native  clergy.  Recently, 
with  government  aid,  he  had  con- 
structed a beautiful,  modern  Semi- 
nary for  this  purpose. 

On  March  25th  last,  three  native 
sons,  educated  in  this  new  Seminary, 
were  ordained  to  the  holy  Priesthood 
in  the  venerable  Cathedral  of  Saint 
Mary  Minor  by  the  Coadjutor  Arch- 
bishop, Most  Rev.  Octavio  A.  Beras, 
himself  a native.  Such  is  the  begin- 
ning of  another  glorious  era  for  llic 
Church  in  Santo  Domingo  and  in 
the  whole  of  Latin  America. 
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F.  T.  O’GRADY 
S.F.M. 


Truth  is  like  a sphere,  there 
are  no  sides  to  it.  To  grasp  a 
sphere,  except  it  be  a very  small 
sphere,  you  must  put  your  hands  or 
arms  around  it.  If  you  do  not,  it 
will  escape  you.  We  speak  of  truth 
having  two  sides,  and  we  imply  that 
no  one  person  can  see  any  more  than 
“his”  side;  this  is  misleading.  No 
number  of  “sides”  can  explain  truth, 
because  truth  is  a sphere. 

Chesterton  wrote  about  the  ball 
and  the  cross.  The  ball  was  the 
earth:  a sphere;  the  cross:  Christ’s 
cross.  Any  sphere  is  tri-dimensional. 
If  any  person  is  concerned  with 
“sides”  only,  that  person  will  go  off 
on  a tangent  and  slip  off  the  sphere. 
He  becomes  a heretic  since  heresy  is 
a partial  truth.  But  his  half-truth 
is  like  a half-brick;  it  may  have  only 
half  the  impact  but  it  travels  twice 
as  far. 

Any  writer  is  faced  with  an  obli- 
gation to  tell  the  truth.  But  who  can 
express  the  whole  truth?  For  that 
matter,  who  can  even  grasp  the  whole 
truth,  let  alone  express  it.  The  re- 
sultant effect  is  going  to  be  an  ex- 
pression of  a viewpoint,  a segment 
of  reality,  an  “angle’  as  we  put  it. 
Does  it  follow  that  any  writer  is  thus 
bound  to  tell  only  a “side”  of  the 
problem?  His  side?  If  he  is  so  bound, 
then  every  writer  must  always  be 
“cabin’d,  cribb’d,  confined,  bound  in 
to  saucy  doubts  and  fears.”  He  could 


never  be  sure  that  he  is  telling  the 
truth,  the  whole  truth  and  nothing 
hut  the  truth. 

If  truth  is  a sphere,  no  single  state-  ! 
ment  is  adequate  to  express  all  of  the  | 
truth.  Hence  the  necessity  for  such  i 
lengthy  statements  on  any  thorny  f 

question.  But  if  a writer  is  honest,  \ 

he  will  not  exclude  any  information  j 
which  will  complete  the  picture.  Pro-  j 
viding  he  tells  what  he  knows,  and  j 

expresses  a judgment  on  all  informa-  ij 

tion  available  to  him,  he  cannot  be  ^ 

accused  of  being  “one-sided”.  He  j 
may  still  be  wrong;  but  at  least  his  ij 
attempt  is  praiseworthy.  He  is  try-  ^ 
ing  to  describe  or  explain  the  sphere. 

He  sees  only  a portion  of  it  at  one  i 
time.  Let  him  describe  that  portion 
without  forgetting  that  from  another 
vantage  point  he  would  acquire  ad-  | 

ditional  information.  What  he  may  j 

not  do  is  to  look  at  the  truth  as  j 

though  it  were  the  moon,  with  the  5 

same  side  always  facing  our  earth,  i 

and  then  conclude  that  the  moon,  or  ! 

the  truth,  can  be  perfectly  explained  j 

in  terms  of  two  dimensions.  Truth  | 

is  a sphere,  and  the  perspective  re-  j 

quired  to  see  beyond  two  dimensions  jii 

is  not  easily  acquired.  j| 

This  particular  problem  is  one  ji 

which  the  Catholic  must  contend  with.  jS 

If  he  is  concerned  with  his  non-  j 

Catholic  neighbors,  and  surely  he  |j 

should  be,  he  is  faced  with  this  dilem-  j 

ma;  either  tell  the  truth  as  he  judges 


Page  Eight 


SCARBORO 


I it  to  be  (and  run  the  risk  of  offending 
his  non-Catholic  friend  who  will  think 
him  complacent,  cocksure,  perhaps 
insolent  in  his  “infallible”  attitude)  ; 
or  qualify  every  statement  so  many 
ways  that  his  views  become  lost  in 
the  resulting  confusion. 

These  super-cautious  souls  are  de- 
j vout  followers  of  the  Duchess  in 
Alice  in  Wonderland:  “Be  what  you 
would  seem  to  be — or,  if  you’d  like  it 
put  more  simply — never  imagine 
yourself  not  to  be  otherwise  than  what 
I it  might  appear  to  others  that  what 
you  were  or  might  have  been  was 
■ not  otherwise  than  what  you  had  been 
I would  have  appeared  to  them  to  be 
! otherwise.”  When  anyone  says  some- 
thing like  this  about  all  you  can  say 
j is:  “I  couldn’t  possibly  fail  to  dis- 
agree with  you  less.” 

The  choice  offered  by  the  dilemma 
might  well  be  appreciated  by  Mr. 
i,  Hobson.  You  cannot  afford  to  be 

: confusing,  yet  you  are  bound  to  be 

j charitable.  But  charity  cannot  deny 
f truth,  else  it  is  not  charity.  As  a 
! writer  you  are  therefore  bound  to  tell 
' the  truth,  in  all  sincerity,  in  all 
charity,  but  stick  to  the  truth.  You 
may  not  compromise  the  truth  under 
; the  guise  of  charity.  This  is  where 
tact  and  diplomacy  enter.  These 
minor  virtues  are  really  related  to 
charity.  They  are  the  oil  which  help 
I the  machinery  of  daily  living.  Ex- 
perience teaches  the  writer  or  the 
individual  conversationalist  how  to 
apply  this  oil  at  the  right  time  and 
in  the  right  places.  The  value  of 
. such  experience  is  illustrated  by  the 
amended  proverb:  “A  rolling  stone 
gathers  no  moss,  but  it  gets  mighty 
I smooth.” 

I An  excellent  example  is  given  by 
; St.  Paul  who  advises  us  to  be  all 

j things  to  all  men.  Walking  down  a 

street  of  Athens  he  noticed  countless 
j statues.  These  reflected  the  pagan 
! superstition  of  his  day  and  age.  One 
I statue  in  particular  was  dedicated  TO 
‘ THE  UNKNOWN  GOD.  Paul  seized 
j on  this  for  a pretext  to  begin  his 


exposition  of  the  truth.  “Ye  men  of 
Athens,  I perceive  that  in  all  things 
you  are  extremely  religious.  Eor  as 
I was  going  about  and  observing 
objects  of  your  worship,  I found  also 
an  altar  with  this  description:  TO 
THE  UNKNOWN  GOD.  What  there- 
fore you  worship  without  knowing  it, 
that  I preach  to  you.”  (Acts,  17-22). 

Paul  might  have  begun  by  de- 
nouncing paganism,  idolatry,  super- 
stition. This  would  have  been  the 
truth.  But  what  effect  would  have 
been  produced?  Little  or  no  good, 
certainly;  possibly  irreparable  harm. 
Instead  Paul  used  tact,  diplomacy, 
charity  . . . and  yet  he  did  not  sacri- 
fice the  truth.  His  attitude  must  be 
our  model.  These  men  were  living 
on  the  dark  side  of  the  moon.  They 
were  groping  for  the  truth.  It  should 
be  conceded  that  they  had  hit  the 
target  a glancing  blow,  a tangent 
which  touched  the  sphere  and  then 
was  lost  in  space.  What  Paul  sought 
to  do,  what  we  must  seek  to  do,  is  to 
lead  these  men  to  the  top  of  the 
sphere.  On  the  top  of  the  ball,  or 
sphere,  or  world,  there  is  a cross. 
It  is  firmly  planted  and  held  in  place 
by  the  weight  of  the  God-Man.  From 
that  point  of  vantage  we  can  see 
most  truths.  In  heaven  we  shall  see 
right  through  the  sphere;  until  then, 
all  men  belong  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross. 
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If  sometimes  you  find  life  depressing,  then  read  this  letter  and 
forget  yourself  long  enough  to  say  a prayer  for  these  poor  Sisters. 


Kremlin  Crucifixion 

(Boston  Pilot) 

A vivid  description  of  the  suffering  of  1,500  nuns 
in  a slave  labor  camp  somewhere  in  Russia 
reached  the  outside  world,  when  one  of  the  nuns, 
a German,  somehow  smuggled  a letter  out  of  the 
camp  into  her  parents’  hands. 


“Dear  Parents: 

“At  last  I have  the  opportunity 
to  give  you  an  indication  that  I’m 
still  alive.  Will  you  get  this  letter? 
It  has  been  a long  time  since  we 
were  shipped  to  Russia.  Can’t  you 
sense  my  homesickness  and  my 
urgent  desire  to  knock  at  your  door? 
How  often  have  I not  written:  ‘Don’t 
forget  us!  Pray  for  us!  Help  us!  We 
are  so  poor,  so  abandoned  and  in  the 
blackest  misery!  Don’t  forget  us! 
Pray  for  us!’ 

“It  is  positively  frightful  what  we 
1,500  Sisters  have  to  suffer  here.  We 
are  treated  like  animals,  driven  and 
beaten  to  work.  We  are  worse  off 
than  beasts  because  no  one  concerns 
himself  with  our  welfare.  If  we  fall 
exhausted  and  drop  dead  or  the 
guard  kills  us  by  striking  us  it  mat- 
ters little.  In  silence,  dispirited, 
dazedly  we  stagger  to  work.  And 
when  this  work  isn’t  done  promptly 
enough  or  if  the  guard  is  in  bad 
humor,  we  get  a thorough  whipping. 

Work  in  Mine 

“At  first  we  worked  on  the  con- 
struction of  a big  bridge  to  span 
the  Dniper — heavy  work^ — ^work  for 
men.  We  had  to  drag  heavy  steel 
girders  and  slide  them  in  place  high 
above  the  wide  river.  Those  who  fell 
exhausted  felt  quickly  the  lash  of  the 
whip.  If  they  didn’t  rise  they  were 
kicked  into  the  water.  We  had  this 


heavy  work  days  on  end;  and  to  eat: 
scarcely  more  than  a piece  of  sticky 
bread  with  a bit  of  thin  soup.  Many 
of  the  Sisters  died  there  and  we  are 
envious  of  them. 

“At  present  we  are  working  in  a 
mine — all  day  underground  in  a 
suffocating  atmosphere — many  of  us 
are  already  dead. 

“If  we  had  someone  who  would 
relieve  us,  strengthen  us,  or  give  us 
ever  so  little  aid ! But  there  is  no  one. 
We  are  completely  abandoned  and 
isolated.  No  Sundays,  no  feasts — 
perpetual,  dreary  work  days.  Hunger, 
blows,  a poor  and  cold  barracks,  a 
hard  bed,  filth  and  vermin,  no  heat. 
We  wear  dirty  rags  for  clothes  and 
besides  constant  hard  and  heavy 
labor  we  are  tortured  by  hunger  never 
satisfied.  We  are  no  longer  human 
beings. 

No  Sacraments 

“Oh,  dear  parents,  now  you  know 
how  hard  our  life  is,  how  frightful 
is  our  misery!  We  do  our  best  to 
keep  our  faith  in  Divine  Providence 
and  repeat  constantly:  ‘I  believe,  I 
hope!’  But  our  souls  are  so  depressed 
and  are  in  such  deep  gloom  and  near 
despair!  We  are  so  much  alone  and 
abandoned  and  weakened.  No  spiri- 
tual exercises  to  strengthen  us  and 
for  the  last  two  years  no  Holy  Com- 
munion! We  are  abandoned  and  for- 
gotten by  everybody.  Our  soul  cries 
out:  ‘My  God,  my  God,  why  hast 
Thou  forsaken  me!’ 
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“It  is  impossible  to  write  what 
trials  we  must  experience  now  from 
day  to  day.  But  despite  all  this,  we 
believe  the  Good  God  permits  this 
suffering  for  the  salvation  of  our 
souls.  I cannot  describe  how  we  are 
debased  — we  women  — dishonored 
and  crushed  beneath  the  feet  of  our 
masters. 

“But  our  misery,  our  anguish  of 
soul — no,  I cannot  express  it!  We 
haven’t  the  least  right,  we  are  judged, 
exiled  to  satisfy  the  whims  of  despots. 
Oh,  these  nights  in  which  despite  our 
fatigue  we  cannot  sleep — in  which  we 
lament  and  groan — and  death  awaits 
us  always  and  pursues  us  stealthily! 
Oh,  mother,  I do  not  wish  to  sadden 
you,  that  is  why  I am  telling  you 
only  the  least  part  of  our  affliction. 
May  the  Good  God  deign  to  cast  an 
eye  of  pity  on  us  poor  and  neglected 
Sisters,  who  despite  all,  believe  and 
trust  in  Him.  Let  us  love  Him  and 
persevere  because  of  Him  in  this 
ceaseless  dying. 

“Your  poor  child.” 


"Enemies  of  the  People"(?) 


Under  atheistic  communism,  an  age  of  persecution  and  suffering,  unknown  to 
the  world  since  the  days  of  the  Roman  catacombs,  has  been  revived.  It  is  start- 
ling to  think  that  all  this  was  vividly  foretold  to  the  world  by  the  Mother  of  God 
when  She  appeared  in  FATIMA  even  before  the  communists  had  taken  control 
of  that  unfortunate  country,  Russia.  These  same  things  can  happen  here!  Only 
prayer  can  help  these  poor  nuns.  Prayer,  moreover,  is  the  only  weapon  that  can 
save  us  from  a similar  fate.  Are  you  indifferent — or  aroused  to  prayer? 


There  is  a Little  Boy  in  Heaven  Tonight 


A shadow  in  the  doorway  of  the 
Church  blocked  off  the  faint 
light  of  a gloomy  day  and  a 
young  man  said:  “Father,  there  is 
a baby  dying  in  Sabana  Larga  . . . 
will  you  go  soon?”  I ceased  my  pac- 
ing and  closed  my  breviary.  A few 
hurried  paces  and  “Santa  Maria”,  a 
I’ttle  jeep  that  some  kind  friends  in 
Canada  paid  for,  coughed  and 
caught  its  precision  as  I kept  out 
the  choke  and  started  out  of  town. 
Down  the  mountain  trail,  splashing 
through  the  river  and  spluttering  for 
a while  along  a mud  road,  until  the 


heat  of  the  motor  dried  off  the  water, 
we  went  bumping  along  for  five 
kilometers. 

Like  a patient,  well-broken  horse, 
the  “Santa  Maria”  waited  while  I 
went  on  foot  a short  distance  to  a 
clean  white-washed  hut.  There  lay 
an  infant  rolling  its  eyes  in  death 
agony.  The  life-giving  water  of 
Baptism  trickled  off  the  cold  fore- 
head and  then  the  same  forehead  was 
impressed  forever  with  the  Chrism 
of  Confirmation.  THERE  IS  A 
LITTLE  BOY  IN  HEAVEN  10- 
NIGHT. 
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The  New  Seminary 

The  first  part  of  the  new  seminary  must  be  ready  for 
occupancy  by  September  1951.  That  means  we  can  lose 
no  time  in  beginning.  We  depend  on  your  help. 

The  building  will  be  very  simple,  containing  no  more 
than  the  necessities  for  such  an  institution.  Our  priests  in 
the  missions  are  used  to  living  in  the  most  make-shift  of 
quarters,  and  see  few  of  the  luxuries  of  life.  They  know 
that  their  future  work  depends  on  the  training  ground  of 
their  successors,  THE  SEMEN  ARY.  This  is  a must,  won’t 
you  help? 

HOW  CAN  YOU  HELP? 

Your  donation  need  not  be  great.  It  can  represent  a 
few  bricks  or  even  a few  nails,  or  any  of  the  other  materials 
needed  so  badly  in  a building,  but  no  matter  how  small  it  is 
it  will  be  appreciated. 

Address  all  donations  to: 

THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 


NAME  

ADDRESS  

CITY  PROVINCE 

AMOUNT  $ 
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THE  PORT-OF-SPAIN  GAZETTE, 
from  Trinidad,  states  in  a three- 
column  headline,  under  a half -page 
, picture  of  the  procession  in  honour 
II  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin,  PILGRIM 
VIRGIN  STATUE  GETS  IMPRES- 
SIVE WELCOME.  It  goes  on  to 
say  in  lines  slightly  smaller,  MAM- 
MOTH PROCESSION  OVERFLOW- 
ING CHURCHES  SHOW  FITTING 
HOMAGE.  Once  again  the  Immacu- 
late Heart  of  Mary  has  drawn  from 
the  people  the  openly  expressed  in- 
tention of  following  her  advice  in 
prayer  and  penance.  Over  20,000 
Catholics  from  all  parts  of  the 
Colony  joined  in  the  largest  proces- 
iii  sion  in  years  in  her  honour.  The 
I observance  was  actually  started  at 
the  airfield  where  His  Grace,  the 
fi  Archbishop,  met  the  plane  with  a 
large  following  of  the  laity.  The 
Statue  was  then  brought  to  Sacred 
Heart  Church  where  it  remained 
until  the  procession  took  place  in  the 
afternoon  to  the  Cathedral.  Hours 
before,  the  procession  began  the 
I people  came  to  take  a place  where 
■1  they  could  view  the  procession  and 
get  a glimpse  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin. 
Noticeable  amongst  the  crowd  were 

i , MISSIONS 

lit 


the  crippled  and  the  blind  and 
afflicted,  hoping  that  Our  Lady  would 
grace  the  occasion  with  a miracle. 
The  Statue  was  venerated  at  one  of 
the  intersections  of  the  City  so.  that 
those  who  would  be  unable  to  get 
into  the  Church  could  see  it.  The 
cross  bearer  and  acolytes  led  off  the 
procession  with  the  women  following. 
The  large  crowd  of  men  came  next 
and  they  had  to  wait  in  line  forty- 
five  minutes  before  they  could  move 
in  following  the  first  section  of  the 
procession.  There  were  loudspeakers 
installed  at  various  points  in  the 
procession  and  these  proved  a great 
help  to  the  many  who  could  not  see 
or  hear  because  of  the  throng. 

From  the  tower  of  the  Cathedral 
flew  the  Papal  flag.  Our  Lady  was 
enthroned  on  an  altar  erected  at  the 
left  side  of  the  Church,  and  adorned 
with  white  roses.  The  Archbishop 
crowned  the  statue  with  a golden 
crown.  The  consuls  from  the  Latin 
American  countries  and  the  mayors 
from  the  three  municipalities  venerat- 
ed the  statue  after  His  Grace  and  the 
clergy,  and  then  all  the  laity  followed. 
Another  conquest  by  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima. 
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Fuji-Yama 
the  Sacred 
Mountain 
of  Japan 

by 

Charles  Cummins 

S.F.M. 


The  majestic  conical  peak  of 
Mount  Fuji,  rising  in  sublime 
grandeur  12,395  feet  above  sea- 
level,  is  the  highest  as  well  as  the 
most  famous  mountain  in  all  Japan, 
and  is  well  known  all  over  the  world. 
It  is  the  “National  Mountain”  re- 
garded as  sacred  by  Japanese  and  has 
been  the  Mecca  for  over  a thousand 
years  for  pilgrims  and  sight-seers. 
Only  during  July  and  August  are  its 
slopes  free  from  snow  and  during 
these  months  thousands  and  thou- 
sands climb  its  sides. 

Peerless  Fuji-yama  defies  descrip- 
tion. It  extends  into  three  provinces: 
Suruga,  Kai  and  Totomi.  At  its  base 
it  has  a circumference  of  100  miles. 
You  may  read  about  it,  see  scores 
of  pictures  of  it,  listen  to  descrip- 
tions, but  when  you  see  it  for  your- 
self in  its  varying  aspects,  never 
twice  alike,  you  will  realize  that  the 
sacred  mountain  is  magnificent  be- 
yond imagination.  Sometimes  it  ap- 
pears in  faultless  white  and  silver 
against  a blue  sky,  sometimes  its  per- 
fect crest  seems  to  float  phantom- 
like above  the  clouds,  and  sometimes 


at  sunset  it  lifts  its  purple  mystery 
into  a rosy  sky — and  its  charm  graces 
all  the  arts  of  Japan  appearing  in 
countless  Japanese  and  foreign  essays 
and  poems. 

Every  Japanese  cherishes  the  hope 
of  one  day  ascending  the  sacred 
Mount  Fuji-yama.  It  is  considered  a 
great  honour  to  any  climber  to  “wor- 
ship the  Goraiko”  (Honourable- 
coming-light)  or  sunrise,  from  the 
top  of  the  mountain. 

The  vast  extent  of  land  covered  by 
this  mountain  is  appreciated  when 
you  realize  that  three  small  lakes 
are  situated  in  the  sides  of  Fuji. 
Lakes  Seiko,  Shoji  and  Motosu  are 
about  4,000  feet  above  sea-level  and 
they  are  separated  by  some  3 or  4 
miles  from  one  another.  Tradition 
has  it  that  in  ancient  times  they  were 
all  one  large  lake.  It  seems  definite 
enough  that  they  are  still  connected 
subterraneously.  When  the  water  of 
Lake  Seiko  is  lowered  by  the  heavy 
use  of  the  electric  power  plant,  that 
of  Lake  Shobi  ebbs  in  proportion. 
On  the  other  hand,  when  a great 
rainfall  on  one  side  of  the  mountain 


Page  Fourteen 


SCARBORO 


increases  the  water  in  one  lake,  the 
two  others  rise  in  a matter  of  hours, 
even  though  no  shower  fell  on  them. 

One  of  the  strangest  features  about 
Mount  Fuji-yama  is  its  Ice  Cave. 
This  cave  is  situated  at  the  northern 
foot  of  the  mountain.  It  is  so  dark 
within  that  a light  of  some  kind  is 
necessary  when  you  enter.  The  cave 
is  several  yards  wide,  a few  feet  high 
and  over  two  hundred  yards  deep  or 
long.  After  you  penetrate  it  some 
hundred  yards,  you  come  to  a spa- 
cious room  of  ice,  with  large  icicles 
hanging  from  the  ceiling  and  big  ice- 
posts  rising  from  the  ground.  You 
can  see  your  light  reflected  from  all 
sides  by  the  ice  which  makes  the 
room  a fairy  crystal  palace. 

Another  phenomenon  which  im- 
presses every  tourist  is  to  see  Mount 
Fuji-yama  inverted!  The  glassy  sur- 
face of  Lake  Ashi  is  the  explanation 


for  this.  If  you  stand  on  top  of 
Mount  Fuji  in  the  evening  or  morn- 
ing, you  may  sometimes  see  the 
shadow  of  the  mountain  inverted 
above  the  mountain!  It  is  only  seen 
in  fine  weather  and  when  there  is 
much  moisture  in  the  air.  First  the 
surface  of  the  lake  reflects  the  top 
of  the  mountain,  and  then  this  image 
is  projected  up  again  into  the  air 
where  it  is  again  reflected  by  the 
moisture  hanging  in  the  air.  The 
shadow  will  be  dim  and  small  at 
first,  but  it  gradually  grows  clearer 
and  larger  until  it  appears  quite 
clearly. 

Mount  Fuji-yama,  the  Sacred 
Mountain  of  Japan,  is  reported  to 
have  been  an  active  volcano  up  to  the 
14th  century.  It  has  been  quiescent 
since  1707,  but  often  small  wisps  of 
steam  issue  from  fissures  in  its  crater. 


THE  PILGRIM  VIRGIN  OF  FATIMA 

A picture  of  OUR  LADY  OF  FATIMA,  beautifully  done  in 
colour,  8'^  X 10^^,  suitable  for  framing  for  your  home  or  the 
classroom. 

By  spreading  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  and  the 
daily  recitation  of  the  Rosary  in  the  family  you  will  help  in 
OUR  LADY’S  PLAN  FOR  WORLD  PEACE.  Each  copy 
25c;  five  or  more  copies  20c  each. 

For  parish  distribution  ^15.00  per  100.  Send  your 
requests  to: 

THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO 
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little  nonsense  now 
and  then  is  relished  by  the 
ivisest  men  ** 


One  of  the  girls  in  the  senior  class  had  received  an  engagement  ring 
the  night  before  but  to  her  chagrin  no  one  at  high  school  noticed  it.  Finally 
in  the  afternoon,  when  her  friends  were  sitting  around  talking,  she  stood 
up  suddenly.  “My,  it’s  hot  in  here,”  she  announced.  “I  think  I’ll  take 
off  my  ring.” 

A youth  came  to  a farmer  to  borrow  a lantern.  At  first  he  refused  to 
say  why  he  wanted  it,  but  eventually  confessed  that  he  wanted  it  to  go 
courting.  The  farmer  was  scornful. 

“I  did  my  courting  without  a lantern,”  he  said.  “Yes,”  replied  the 
youth,”  and  look  at  your  missus.” 

A certain  firm,  having  difficulty  in  making  a collection,  finally  wrote: 
“Dear  Mr.  Jones:  What  would  your  neighbors  think  if  we  came  to  your 
town  and  repossessed  your  car?” 

A week  later  they  received  their  letter  back.  Scrawled  on  it  was:  “Sir: 
I took  the  above  matter  up  with  my  neighbors  and  they  think  it  would  be 
a lousy  trick.  Sincerely,  Lester  Jones.” 


Two  ants  were  running  along  at  a great  rate  across  a cracker  box  when 
one  asked,  “Why  are  you  going  so  fast?”  “Don’t  you  see?”  said  the  other, 
“It  says  ‘tear  along  the  dotted  line.’  ” 


“Well,  bless  my  wool,”  said  the  ram  as  he  plunged  over  the  cliff,  “I 
didn’t  see  that  ewe  turn.” 


Mama  Skunk  was  worried  because  she  could  never  keep  track  of  her 
two  children.  They  were  named  In  and  Out,  and  whenever  In  was  in,  Out 
was  out;  and  if  Out  was  in.  In  was  out.  One  day  she  called  Out  in  to  her 
and  told  him  to  go  out  and  bring  In  in.  So  out  went  Out  and  in  no  time  at 
all  he  brought  In  in. 

“Wonderful,”  said  Mama  Skunk.  “How,  in  all  that  great  forest,  could 
you  find  him  in  so  short  a time?” 

“It  was  easy,”  said  Out.  “Instinct.” 
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F ather 

Writes  from  China 


Mr.  is  an  excellent 

catechist  and  I find  him 
most  satisfactory.  You  have 
probably  heard  that  his  eldest  boy, 

: A Lu,  is  trying  to  enter  the 

;1  Seminary.  The  Bishop  has  accepted 
i him  on  probation,  but  the  question 
( of  finding  a place,  under  the  present 
( circumstances,  is  a very  difficult  one 
indeed.  It  appears  that  he  will  have 
' to  begin  his  Latin  studies  here  under 
me,  and  perhaps  by  next  term  there 
will  be  some  means  of  sending  him 
' to  a preparatory  seminary.  There  is 
some  talk  of  starting  such  a seminary 

in  . It  looks  as  though  the 

!i  Seminary  will  have  to  close 

j as  the  Bishop  there  is  finding  it  most 
;i  difficult  to  make  ends  meet. 

The  Sunday  attendance  has  been 
quite  good.  We  still  have  a number 
of  Christians  from  North  China,  and 
are  getting  a goodly  number  of 
catechumens  from  among  the  refu- 
i gees  due  to  the  good  work  of  the 
Sisters.  I hope  to  make  the  country 
missions  personally.  I intend  going 

to  soon  and  if  possible  bring 

the  Sisters  for  a day  of  dispensary 
work.  I am  sure  that  it  will  do 
much  good. 

This  week  I was  able  to  obtain  a 

pass  to  visit  Fr.  in  . He 

is  well  and  has  put  on  weight.  He  is 
quite  cheerful  and  happy  in  his  work. 
He  likewise  is  getting  a pretty  good 
attendance,  and  was  having  a fair 
number  for  morning  Mass  during 
Lent  while  I was  there.  My  stay  was 
very  short,  but  much  enjoyed  never- 
theless. The  train  service  is  excellent. 

All  the  Chinese  priests  of  the 
dioeese  in  this  area  have  been  in  to 

recently.  They  are  quite  well. 

Fr.  is  a busy  man  now  as  he 


has  to  look  after and  — — be- 
sides helping  Fr. in  — - — How- 

ever, he  is  a very  good  worker  and  is 
exceptionally  zealous. 

My  kind  regards  to  the  Fathers  a! 
Nazareth  House,  and  I know  the) 
are  all  united  with  us  in  Holy  Mass 
and  prayers.  We  are  depending  so 
much  on  you  at  home.  We  are  nor 
discouraged  and  only  God  knows 
what  the  future  will  bring,  but  we 
have  indeed  much  for  which  to  be 
thankful.  For  the  future,  God  will 
provide.  Will  be  busy  now  with 
preparations  for  Holy  Week  and 
Easter.  My  best  wishes  for  a very 
blessed  and  happy  Easter  to  you  all. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

E ather 

Editor’s  Note — For  the  protection  of 
our  Missionaries  and  their  associates, 
proper  names  have  been  deleted  from 
this  article. 
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The  Lancer 

By 

R.  J.  Pelow 

S.F.M. 

A Thought  for  June 


WHAT  we  don’t  know  is  his 
real  name.  But  he  was  a 
Roman  soldier  and  he  pierced 
the  Sacred  Heart  of  Christ  with  a 
lance.  Christian  legend  has  given 
him  the  name  of  Longinus,  which 
comes  from  the  Greek  word  meaning 
lance. 

What  The  Lancer  didn’t  know  was 
that  Christ  had  already  died  quite 
probably  of  a broken  heart,  literally, 
before  the  spear  pierced  His  side.  A 
sound  medical  opinion  holds  that  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Christ  had  actually 
ruptured,  and  consequently  there  was 
a hemorrhage  within  the  peri- 
cardium, the  sac  enclosing  the  heart. 
In  such  a case,  the  red  globules  sink 
to  the  bottom  and  the  water,  or 
serum,  remains  on  top.  When  the 
javelin  of  The  Lancer  opened  the 
pericardium  blood  and  water  issued 
immediately. 

Death  from  a ruptured  heart  is  an 
extremely  rare  occurrence,  especially 
in  a healthy  young  person,  and  Christ 
was  in  the  prime  of  life.  However, 
when  we  consider  the  events  that  led 
up  to  His  death — the  agony  in  the 
Garden,  the  scourging  at  the  pillar, 
the  crowning  with  thorns,  the  cruelty 
of  the  Crucifixion,  and  above  all  His 
mental  anguish  as  He  thought  of  the 


sins  of  men,  it  is  not  hard  to  under- 
stand how  His  sufferings  were  such 
as  to  break  His  Sacred  Heart.  Christ 
so  loved  us  that  He  died  for  us — of 
a broken  heart. 

The  thought  of  Christ’s  broken 
heart  should  often  be  before  our  . 
minds  during  this  Month  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  A defence  counsel 
might  make  a case  for  The  Lancer 
who  pierced  Christ’s  heart,  who 
was  only  a Roman  soldier,  who 
looked  upon  the  Crucified  as  merely 
a man.  But  it  would  be  too  much  to 
expect  anyone  to  make  a case  for  us 
who  are  members  of  His  Mystical  J 
Body,  who  look  upon  the  Man  as  \ 
the  Son  of  God,  and  yet  who  pierce  i 
Christ’s  heart  by  sinning.  1 

During  June  we  would  do  well  to 
unite  all  our  sufferings,  our  difficul- 
ties, our  disappointments  to  the  suf-  f 
ferings  of  Christ.  Offer  them  for  the 
sake  of  the  priests,  sisters  and  lay 
folks  who  are  suffering  untold  agony 
behind  the  Iron  Curtains  in  the  East 
and  West  from  Red  lancers  who 
pierce  again  and  again  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Christ  living  in  His  Mystical 
Body. 
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Japanese 

Farewell 


By 

Paul  Flaherty 

S.F.M. 


VERYTHING  was  in  a bustle  at 
the  station.  Not  that  things  are 
not  always  bustling  in  a Tokyo 
station,  or  any  station  for  that  mat- 
ter, but  particularly  so  on  this  Palm 
Sunday  morning  of  1950.  Truly  this 
was  a red-letter  day  in  the  History 
of  our  Society  in  Japan,  a day  never 
to  be  forgotten  by  any  of  the  players 
who  took  part  in  this  little  drama. 
For  you  see.  Fathers  Michael  Dwyer 
and  James  Macintosh  were  leaving 
to  take  over  our  first  parish  in  the 
small  sea-side  town  of  Shimabara  in 
the  southern  extremity  of  Japan.  They 
were  not  the  only  ones  at  the  station 
by  any  means.  Many  other  people 
were  departing  for  many  other  places, 
and  yet,  none  of  them,  I am  sure, 
left  Tokyo  with  one  quarter  the  as- 
surance and  lofty  resolution  that  filled 
the  hearts  of  our  two  Scarboro  priests. 
And  they  had  plenty  of  reason  for 
confidence.  Well  behind  them  was 
the  “blood,  sweat  and  tears”  of  the 
initial  year  of  language  study,  and 
before  their  mind’s  eye  was  the 
glorious  commission  given  by  their 
Divine  Master  to  the  Apostles  and 
their  successors:  “Go  and  preach  the 


gospel  to  every  creature  . • . and 
behold  I AM  WITH  YOU  all  days 
even  to  the  consummation  of  the 
world.”  Yes,  they  were  adventurers 
setting  out  upon  the  Great  Adventure, 
they  were  buccaneers  of  God  begin- 
ning their  treasure-hunt  for  immortal 
souls. 

While  the  new  pastor  of  Shimabara 
and  his. first  (and  by  the  way,  only) 
assistant  were  excitedly  checking 
their  tickets,  timetable,  etc.,  the  rest 
of  us  busied  ourselves  with  counting 
the  number  of  pieces  and  generally 
organizing  the  baggage.  This  done, 
we  mounted  the  station  steps,  and 
en  masse  made  our  way  by  a devious 
route  through  the  dense  crowd  to 
Platform  2 where  the  Nagasaki  ex- 
press would  stop  to  pick  up  passen- 
gers. Upon  arrival  at  the  platform 
what  was  our  surprise  to  find  a huge 
crowd  of  people  gathered  together  to 
wish  the  Fathers  a fond  farewell  and 
Godspeed  on  their  journey.  Neither 
the  earliness  of  the  hour,  the  uncer- 
tainty of  the  weather,  nor  the  distant 
walk  to  the  station  had  conspired  to 
hinder  these  good  people  from  being 
on  hand  to  show  their  affection  and 
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Left  to  right  are  Fathers  Charles  Cummins,  Michael  Dwyer,  Allen  McRae  and  James  Macintosh, 
standing  outside  the  station  where  Fathers  Dwyer  and  Macintosh  boarded  train  for  Shinabara. 


esteem  for  the  two  Canadian  Fathers 
who  during  the  past  year  and  more 
had  ministered  to  their  spiritual 
needs.  Of  the  many  people  who  come 
to  our  chapel  for  Mass,  there  was 
not  a single  absentee.  All,  to  a man, 
had  come  to  show  their  appreciation 
and  good-will.  Among  those  who 
could  afford  it,  some  brought  gifts, 
and  others  “bentos”  or  Japanese 
lunch  boxes  to  help  the  Fathers 
through  the  weary  800  mile  trip  ahead 
of  them.  There  was  one  gift,  how- 
ever, more  touching  than  all  the 
others  in  its  simplicity,  generosity  and 
devotedness.  A little  tyke,  Akachan 
by  name,  cute  as  a button,  and  not 
much  bigger  than  a peanut,  very 
coyly  presented  Father  Macintosh 
with  a miniature  toy  automobile 
(quite  possibly  the  only  toy  he 
owned).  Thinking  the  tot  wanted 
him  merely  to  play  with  his  car. 
Father  Jim  made  a big  fuss  over  it, 
and  gave  it  a few  whirls  on  the 
cement  platform.  This  went  over 
great  guns  with  Akachan.  He  chortled 
and  giggled  and  was  simply  delighted 
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no  end.  When  Father  Jim  tried  to 
restore  the  toy  to  its  proud  owner, 
however,  it  was  a very  different  story. 
.The  little  fellow  simply  clasped  his 
pudgy  hands  behind  his  back  and 
adamantly  refused  to  do  business. 
Father  Jim  would  have  been  com- 
pletely puzzled  at  Akachan’s  be- 
haviour had  not  his  older  sister 
cleared  up  the  difficulty  with:  “Oh  no, 
Father,  he  wants  you  to  keep  his  car 
as  a farewell  gift.”  What  grandeur  in 
a child  of  less  than  three  years!  It 
was  a lucky  thing  for  us  that  at  this 
juncture  the  Express  whizzed  in, 
whistle  screeching,  and  stopped  in  a 
cloud  of  dust.  The  misty  eyes  of 
many  an  adult  bystander,  who  are 
supposed  to  be  above  such  things, 
could  now  very  conveniently  be  ex- 
plained away  by  the  arrival  of  flying 
cinders. 

As  there  was  only  a 3 minute  stop 
scheduled  (and,  believe  me,  Japanese 
trains  really  run  on  schedule  in  the 
strictest  sense  of  the  term)  Fathers 
Mike  and  Jim  piled  on  the  train  while 
we  promptly  threw  the  luggage  in 
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The  Postal  Authorities  in  St.  John’s  have  requested  a major 
change  in  our  mailing  lists  to  St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  John’s  is  now  divided  into  postal  districts,  with  a designa- 
tion such  as  B-1  to  5,  or  C-1  to  22.  There  are  also  the  East  End 
P.O.  and  the  West  End  P.O.  along  with  one  or  two  other  Post- 
offices.  Each  suhscriher’s  address  label  now  contains  the  proper 
Postal  District  number. 

In  renewing  your  subscriptions,  please  give  your  address 
in  full,  INCLUDING  THE  POSTAL  DISTRICT  NUMBER. 

In  notifying  us  of  change  of  address,  please  indicate  the  two 
addresses  in  full,  THAT  IS  INCLUDING  THE  POSTAL  DIS- 
TRICT NUMBER. 


1 after  them.  We  had  barely  managed 
! the  last  suitcase,  when,  with  a warn- 
I ing  blast  and  a shrill  tweet  of  the 
I conductor’s  whistle,  the  train  lurched 
I out  of  the  station  with  the  same 
speedy  impatience  it  had  entered. 
With  lumps  in  our  throats  and  a 
prayer  in  our  hearts,  we  waved  our 
final  good-bye  to  our  fellow  mis- 
sioners.  As  Father  Dwyer,  wearing 
his  proverbial  Irish  grin,  returned 
the  compliment  of  his  good  friends 
left  behind  in  Tokyo,  something  else 
profoundly  significant  met  my  gaze. 
Standing  close  by  his  side  was  a 
Japanese  youth  with  fishing  pole,  net. 


and  simply  loaded  down  with  the 
angler’s  equipment  necessary  for  a 
pleasant  day’s  fishing  in  some  not  too 
distant  mountain  stream.  “In  good 
company.  Father,”  I thought  to  my- 
self, “for  you  too  are  going  ‘fishing,’  ” 
and  I recalled  Our  Saviour’s  invita- 
tion to  Peter,  the  fisherman  of  old, 
and  Prince  of  the  Apostles:  “Come, 
follow  me,  and  I will  make  you  to  be 
fishers  of  men.”  “God  bless  you. 
Father,”  I called  after  him,  and  with- 
in my  heart  I whispered  a fervent 
prayer — ^“Good  Fishing  — may  your 
catch  of  immortal  souls  for  Eternity 
and  Heaven  be  abundant  indeed!” 


MISSIONS 


The  chapel  in  Scarboro  House,  Tokyo,  Japan. 
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Holy  Y ear  Pilgrimage 

Combined  with  a visit  to 

The  Marian  Shrines  of  Enrope 

under  the  auspices  of 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

TORONTO,  CANADA 

Sailing  from  New  York  to  Cobh,  September  6,  1950 
Returning  from  Cherbourg,  October  20,  1950 
Cabin  class  in  the  Luxury  Cunard  Liner  Mauretania 

50  days 

All  inclusive  rate  (New  York  to  New  York)  $1,360.00 

(Canadian) 

HIGHLIGHTS  OF  PILGRIMAGE 
Six-day  tour  of  Ireland,  including  Marian  Shrine  at  Knock  — 
Sightseeing  in  London  and  environs  — Stopovers  at  Barcelona 
and  Madrid  — Visit  to  the  Shrine  of  the  Little  Flower  at  Lisieux 
— Devotions  at  Lourdes  and  Fatima  — Sightseeing  in  Milan, 
Venice,  Genoa  and  Florence — Visit  to  Assisi — Four  days  in  Rome. 
Motor  tour  of  Italian  and  French  Rivieras. 

PARTICIPATION- IN  HOLY  YEAR  EXERCISES  IN 
ROME.  AUDIENCE  WITH  HIS  HOLINESS 
POPE  PIUS  XII 

EARLY  APPLICATION  FOR  PILGRIMAGE  MEMBERSHIP  i 
STRONGLY  ADVISED 

For  reservations  please  address:  ' 

HOLY  YEAR  PILGRIMAGE,  < 

60  CRESCENT  RD.  ; 

TORONTO,  ONT.  < 
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j Dear  Buds, 

j TJiis  is  the  mouth  of  June,  and  in 
I that  month  there  are  three  or  four 
[ things  that  all  good  Buds  must  re- 
I member.  First,  it  is  the  month  of 
I;  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  that  means 

i that  during  this  month  the  Church 

I asks  us  not  only  to  avoid  those  things 
I ivhich  are  displeasing  to  the  Sacred 
I:  Heart,  but  also  to  make  a special 

effort  to  do  what  is  most  pleasing 
to  Him.  Sin  is  displeasing,  and  so 
I it  must  at  all  costs  be  avoided.  Daily 
Mass,  and  frequent  Holy  Communion 
, are  most  pleasing,  and  so  we  should 
I go  to  Mass  frequently,  and  to  Holy 
Communion  this  month  in  reparation 
to  the  Sacred  Heart.  We  should  try 
and  be  as  good  as  we  can  in  our 
homes,  obedient  to  our  parents,  and 
kind  to  our  little  brothers  and  sisters; 
thoughtful  of  our  older  neighbours, 
: and  give  good  example  to  our  play- 

mates. 

, Second,  all  good  Buds  must  pre- 
I pare  themselves  for  the  summer  holi- 
j days  which  start  at  the  end  of  the 
I month.  During  holiday  time  each 
j year  there  are  many  accidents  in 
which  children  are  killed,  running  on 


the  streets  or  drowned  while  in  swim- 
ming. These  accidents  bring  much 
grief  to  parents.  Therefore  all  good 
Buds  are  very  careful  during  the 
vacation,  especially  going  in  swim- 
ming, and  playing  on  the  streets. 
Many  times  our  parents  are  too  busy 
to  watch  us  all  the  time,  and  so  ive 
must  not  only  watch  for  ourselves 
but  also  for  little  brothers  and  sisters. 
Our  parents  try  to  make  things  nice 
for  us  on  holidays,  and  so  they  are 
busier  than  ever,  and  often  they  are 
very  tired,  so  we  must  try  to  be 
good  to  them  and  help  them  with 
the  chores  around  the  house  or 
around  the  cottage. 

Third,  all  Good  Buds  know  that 
they  have  not  the  school  teachers  to 
remind  them  about  Sunday  Mass.  It 
is  so  important  to  be  there  every 
Sunday,  for  although  God  wants  them 
to  have  a good  holiday,  the  holiday 
is  from  school  but  not  from  Mass  on 
Sundays.  A Bud  who  goes  to  con- 
fession regularly,  and  to  Holy  Com- 
munion every  Sunday  never  gets  into 
trouble,  so  please  do  it. 

Sincerely  yours. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim, 

1 would  like  to  be  a bud  in  St. 
Theresa  s Garden.  I am  nine  years 
old  and  in  grade  four.  I would  be 
very  glad  to  save  my  pennies  if  you 
would  send  me  a mite-box  and  I will 
pray  very  hard  for  the  success  of 
the  missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Patricia  Timothy, 
3168  Peter  St., 
Windsor,  Ont. 

Dear  Patricia: 

My  what  a nice  letter  I received 
from  you.  You  can  tell  your  teacher 
for  me  that  you  certainly  know  how 
to  write  a letter.  I’m  sure  she  will  be 
proud  of  you.  St.  Theresa  too,  be- 
cause now  you  are  enrolled  as  a bud 
in  her  garden,  and  you  will  be  help- 
ing in  the  work  of  saving  souls  for 
God.  Isn’t  that  something? 

I am  sending  you  a mite  box  and 
a prayer  card.  I want  you  to  promise 
to  say  the  prayer  every  day,  with- 
out fail,  will  you  do  that?  Ask  our 
Blessed  Mother  to  protect  our  mis- 
sionaries in  China  and  Japan.  Ask 
her  also  to  bring  many  graces  and 
blessings  on  the  people  in  the  Do- 
minican Republic,  our  priests  are 
there  too. 

Perhaps  some  day  Our  Lord  will 
grant  the  gift  of  Faith  to  some  little 
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pagan  child  because  of  you.  What 
a blessing  that  would  be,  and  that  is 
the  work  of  the  members  of  the  Rose 
Garden. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Rev.  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  please  find  one  dollar 
$1.00  which  I saved  for  the  missions. 
Also  some  used  stamps.  Please  accept 
this  as  an  Easter  gift  for  the  missions. 
Wishing  you  a Holy  and  happy 
Easter. 

Respectfully  yours, 

Betty  Collier, 

St.  Albans, 

Bay  d’  Espoir,  Nfld. 

Dear  Betty, 

Thank  you  indeed  for  your  lovely 
Easter  gift  to  the  missions.  We  will 
make  good  use  of  it.  I hope  you  will 
continue  to  pray  for  the  missions, 
because  in  these  troubled  times  our 
priests  and  sisters  in  China  are  count- 
ing on  the  prayers  of  young  people 
at  home.  Be  assured  of  a share  in 
their  prayers  and  good  works.  May 
God  bless  you  and  keep  you  always 
close  to  His  Sacred  Heart. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  please  find  one  dollar 
Postal  Note,  1 collected  in  my  mis- 
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sioii  mite  box.  I like  saving,  to  help 
the  poor  little  Chinese  children  and 
will  try  to  get  another  dollar  in  my 
mite  box  soon. 

Your  Rosebud, 

Marie  Comstock, 

81  Lawrence  St., 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Dear  Marie, 

Thank  you  so  much  for  your  dona- 
tion to  the  missions.  I know  some 
little  pagan  child  will  he  pleased  with 
your  sacrifice.  I’m  sure  our  Blessed 
Mother  is  pleased,  too. 

Keep  up  the  good  work  and  don’t 
forget  to  pray  extra  hard.  Our  priests 
and  sisters  in  China  to-day  are  having 
a diffcult  time,  trying  to  carry  on  in 
the  work  of  saving  souls.  They  de- 
pend on  all  the  Rose  Buds  to  pray  for 
the  people  under  their  care. 

It  was  nice  to  hear  from  you  again, 
and  thanks  again  from  the  children 
of  China,  Japan  and  Santo  Domingo. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim, 

May  I please  be  a member  of  the 
Rose  Garden?  I am  thirteen  years 
old  and  I am  in  grade  eight.  I have 
saved  up  two  hundred  stamps  and  / 
hope  they  will  be  of  some  use  to  you. 
Please  send  me  a mite  box  too-  I will 
pray  for  you. 

Angela  Howard, 
Daniels  Cove, 

Bay-de-V erde,  Newfoundland. 
Dear  Angela, 

It  was  so  nice  to  hear  from  some- 
one from  Newfoundland.  It  has  been 
ages  since  we  have  had  buds  from 
there.  And  many  thanks  for  all 
those  stamps.  We  certainly  will  make 
use  of  them. 

I’m  afraid  I have  a big  job  for 
you.  How  would  you  like  to  start 
a campaign  all  of  your  own?  We  need 
all  kinds  of  buds  who  are  willing  to 
work  and  pray  for  the  missions.  Do 
you  think  you  could  stir  up  interest 
among  your  friends? 

Sincerely,  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 
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St.  Patrick's  School,  Toronto,  Grades  5 and  6. 
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New  Members  and  Pen  Pals 


Pupils  of  Grade  3 and  4,  St.  Clements’ 
School,  Toronto 

Ronald  Genoves,  8 Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont. ; Josephine  De  Vunono,  93  Light- 
bourne  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Diane  Boc- 
congelli,  1444  Dufferin  St.,  Toronto,  Ont.; 
Armand  Di  Fefo,  20  Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont. ; Norma  Tubara,  18  Chandos  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. ; Bernice  McAvinue,  82 
Geary  Ave.,  Apt.  2,  Toronto,  Ont. ; Yvonne 
Dupuis,  1376  Davenport  Rd.,  Toronto, 
Ont. ; Catherine  Lynn,  355  Westmoreland 
Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; Yvonne  De  Zan,  14 
Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Palma  Mat- 
lea,  1456  Dufferin  St.,  Toronto,  Ont.; 
Thomas  Ciccone,  17  Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont. ; Enzo  Carli,  30  Brandon  Ave.,  To- 
ronto, Ont. ; Diane  TofColi,  16  Chandos 
Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; John  Marcotullio,  29 
Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Victoria 
Judge,  442  Salem  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.; 
William  Chinnery,  427  Westminster  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. ; Joyce  Greco,  12  Beaver 
Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Steve  Greco,  12 
Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Antoinette 
Ferroni,  30  Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.; 
Dominic  Ferroni,  30  Beaver  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont. 

Pupils  from  the  Venice  School, 
Venice,  Alberta 

Bill  Shewchuk,  age  14 ; Oliver  Biollo, 
age  11 ; Rachel  Piquette,  age  10 ; Tony 


The  Josephite  Boys,  St.  Joseph's  Orphanage, 
Halifax,  N.S. 


Gerald  and  Reginald  Lamarre 
144  Curry  Ave. 
Windsor,  Ont. 


Rossi,  age  11 ; Romeo  Giacobbo,  age  9 ; 
Ernest  Shewchuk,  age  10;  Steve  Bakey, 
age  8;  Josephine  Fornari,  age  8;  Edmond 
Lefebore,  age  7 ; Earl  Guigras,  age  7 ; 
Mike  Torresan,  age  11 ; Mona  Lefebore, 
age  11 ; Lorina  Lefelrre,  age  10 ; Salvadore 
Gracff,  age  10;  Benny  Ferro,  age  9;  Jo 
Ann  Gracobbo,  age  8;  Mary  Kuchar,  age 
12;  James  Rowland,  age  8;  Dianne  Zallas, 
age  7 ; Denise  Lefebore,  age  6. 

N ewf  oundland 

Josephine  Organ,  age  15,  Marie  Morris, 
age  14;  Rita  Farrell,  age  14;  Florence 
Morris,  age  12;  Roseleen  Longe,  age  10; 
Alice  Morris,  age  10;  Shirley  Organ,  age 
8;  Annie  Doris  Farrell,  age  6;  Thomas 
Hull,  age  15 ; Reginald  Farrell,  age  15 ; 
Zelis  Longe,  age  13 ; Lawrence  Longe,  age 
7 ; Kenneth  Farrell,  age  8 ; Bengamin 
Longe,  age  6. 

Pupils  of  Grades  2 and  3,  St.  Margaret’s 
School,  Alexandria,  Ont.,  Box  18 

Winnifred  Larocque,  Emmanuel  Leduc, 
Gail  Leroux,  Gerald  Martin,  Mary  Mac- 
Donald, Malcolm  MacDonald  Gisele  Sa- 
bourin,  Pauline  Tourangeau,  Gerald  Belle- 
feuille,  Terance  Kelly,  Lawrence  Lajoie, 
Peter  Lajoie,  Shirley  Larocque,  Roger 
Martin,  Fer  McCormick,  Ronald  McDon- 
ald, Elizabeth  McDonald,  Donald  MacKay, 
Alastair  McKinnon,  Ian  Maclaren,  Cath- 
erine Macphee,  Margaret  O’Connor,  Gail 
Proulz,  John  Ryan,  Boniface  Sabourin, 
Catherine  Willard,  John  VanDyke,  Claude 
Seguin,  Mederic  Sauve,  Richard  Sabourin. 
age  8;  Bengamin  Longe,  age  6. 

Not  Designated  A<‘cor<ling  to  Province  or 
.School 

Leona  Martell,  Kirk  Ave.,  Stellarton, 
N.S.,  age  13;  Sheila  Keating,  New  Aber- 
deen, N.S.,  age  12;  Rita  Murray,  446 
Congregation  Rd.,  Montreal,  P.Q.,  age  14; 
llosemary  Flannery,  R.R.  No.  1,  Dublin, 
Ont.;  Angela  Howard,  Daniels  Cove,  Bay 
(le  Verde,  Newfoundland,  age  13  yrs. 
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^tarboro  Jforeisn  iWi^siion 

J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  this  month  we  mention  the  following 
as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


St.  Mary’s  School 
Galt,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School 
Saiilt  Ste.  Marie,  Out. 

St.  Leo’s  Sehool 
Mimieo,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School 
St.  Georges,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  Lyceum  Sch< 
Hamilton,  Ont. 
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E.  H.  Horne  School 
Enfield,  N.S. 

St  Teresa’s  Convent 
St.  Georges,  Nfld. 

Notre  Dame  Convent 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Augustine’s  School 
N.  D.  (L,  Montreal,  P.O. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls’  School 
Halifax,  N.S. 


Pogo  Thirty 


SCARBORO 


dioDSi  ^tjjoua  Oorniionl 

Many  young  people  do  some  thinking  on  this 
I subject  without  arriving  at  any  conclusion  because  they 

I do  not  have  sufficient  knowledge  about  the  real  indica- 
I tions  of  a VOCATION. 

i Pius  XI  in  speaking  of  VOCATIONS  said  there 

were  three  qualifications  for  a vocation: 

; ( 1 ) Normally  good  health, 

j ( 2 ) Average  intelligence. 

( ( 3 ) Good  moral  character. 

j Anyone  having  these  three  qualifications  need  only 

I have  a desire  to  devote  his  or  her  life  to  God  in  religious 

I life,  or  the  priesthood.  This  desire,  if  it  is  generally  per- 

I sistent  or  keeps  recurring  with  some  frequency,  can  be 
j considered  a sufficient  indication  of  a vocation  to  make 
I some  action  on  the  question  advisable. 

Good  priests  and  sisters  are  needed  all  over  the 
j world,  as  are  religious  brothers.  Is  there  any  way  you 
can  contribute  more  to  the  world  you  are  living  in,  than 
by  dedicating  your  life  to  extending  the  influence  of 
. Christ  in  a world  that  needs  Him  very,  very  badly?  This 
dedication  brings  a reward  here  on  earth  in  peace  of 
mind  and  heart,  and  a reward  one  hundredfold  in 
eternity. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  work  of  the  Foreign 
Missions,  please  write  to: 

dhv.  J'cdJwA,  lEsxdoJv, 
SL.  J-hannA.  JCcwisJt.  SsmincUi^., 
ScaJxboJxjo  Otd. 
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Is  a blind,  pleasure-mad  generation  destroying  the  soul  of 
America,  hastening  the  fatal  hour  of  Divine  retribution? 

Read  the  answers  in  the  FATIMA  BOOK  of  1950. 

"FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE" 


by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath  P.A.,  S.F.M. 

Foreword  by  Rev.  Jas.  M.  Gillis  C.S.P. 

$1.00  Postpaid 

For  two  and  a half  years  Monsignor  McGrath  has  directed 
the  Pilgrim  tour  in  forty-two  states,  and  sixty  Dioceses  of  the  United 
States.  His  experience  lends  weight  to  his  grim  appraisal  of  moral 
conditions  “unparalleled  since  Sodom  and  Gomorrah”,  and  his 
urgent  insistence  that  we  have  so  little  time. 


I 


Send  your  orders  to: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 


AND  YOU  CAN  TAKE  IT  WITH  YOU! 


HOW? 

The  Answer  is  ''A  BURSE” 

Yes,  it  is  just  as  simple  as  that.  The  sum  of  ^5,000.00  given 
to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  will  establish  a Burse. 

WHAT  DOES  A BURSE  DO? 

It  aids  in  the  education  of  a student  for  the  Priesthood.  The 
money  is  invested  in  Dominion  Government  Bonds.  The 
interest,  ONLY,  is  used  for  educational  expenditures. 

YOU  CAN  TAKE  IT  WITH  YOU! 

Because  your  gift  will  assist  in  the  education  of  Priests  till  the 
end  of  time.  Before  God’s  Altar  there  will  always  be  a Mis- 
sionary Priest  WHO  WILL  BE  REMEMBERING  YOU. 

IS  THE  ESTABLISHMENT  OF  A BURSE  CONFINED  TO  ONE  PERSON? 

No.  An  individual  may  contribute  a complete  burse;  how- 
ever, there  are  incomplete  burses  to  which  any  person  may 
make  a contribution. 

Address  alt  contributions  and  enquiries  to: 

THE  VERY  REVEREND  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada). 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  oflicial  receipt  which  may  be  used 
in  computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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Editorial 


From  Press  Reports,  it  appears  that  the  Canadian  Government  is  “sounding 
out”  public  opinion  as  to  whether  Canada  should  recognize  the  Communist 
Government  of  China.  There  are  groups  actively  working  for  such  recognition. 
Those  who  oppose  such  a move  should  patriotically  make  their  voices  heard, 
too.  As  a Society  sponsoring  Canadian  Catholic  Missionaries  in  China  for  more 
than  a quarter  of  a century  we  believe  it  would  he  a disgrace  and  a calamity  for 
our  country  to  give  recognition  to  Red  China.  We  strongly  counsel  Canadians  to 
oppose  any  movement  tending  to  make  Canada  an  ally  of  the  Communist  rule 
in  China. 

Our  country  should  never  deny  its  Christian  character  no  matter  what  “diplo- 
matic niceties”  may  enter  into  the  discussion.  Canada  rightly  condemns  Communism 
in  Canada  because  of  the  intrinsically  evil  nature  of  the  Communist  system  which 
is  bound  by  no  moral  or  ethical  standards  and  respects  no  rights  of  the  individual. 
Communism  is  evil  in  Canada,  in  China,  and  everywhere.  Canada  must  not  favour 
evil  being  foisted  on  one -quarter  of  the  human  race  in  China,  nor  should  it  give 
its  diplomatic  benediction  to  the  systematic  oppression  of  a great  and  cultured 
people  who  stood  with  our  nation  for  long  years  in  the  fight  to  beat  dictatorship 
and  defend  human  rights. 

Canada  has  not  the  incentive  to  give  recognition  because  of  the  commercial 
interests  in  question  in  China.  England  had  that  incentive  in  its  hasty  recognition 
and  degraded  herself  before  the  world  by  putting  money- interests  ahead  of  principle. 
In  spite  of  its  large  commercial  stake,  the  United  States  has  denied  recognition 
because  public  opinion  opposes  it.  Let  Canada  maintain  her  honoured  position 
before  the  world  and  not  betray  Christian  principles  by  following  mere  expediency 
and  harkening  to  the  voice  of  noisy  and  publicity- seeking  minorities  pressing  for 
kinship  with  Communist  China. 

Are  Canadians  to  stand  idly  by  and  see  Red  diplomatic  representatives  allowed 
into  this  country  from  Communist  China  and  given  the  opportunity,  which  they 
most  certainly  will  use,  to  poison  the  minds  of  thousands  of  law-abiding  Chinese 
Canadians  and  exert  a harmful  interest  in  general  on  our  country?  Let  decent  and 
patriotic  Canadians  be  heard  pleading  for  what  is  just  and  right  and,  in  the  end, 
profitable  for  Canada  and  for  China.  The  Government  must  then  say  “NO” 
to  the  Communists. 
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JPlSL 


By 

EDWARD 

LYONS 

S.F.M. 


Lizzie  had  to  struggle  to  retain  her  Faith.  God  rewarded  her  by  making  this 
Faith  her  strength  and  consolation  when  she  w^as  deprived  of  all  human  comfort. 


HOW  she  came  by  her  name,  I 
do  not  know,  but  it  was  in 
the  port  city  of  Wenchow  that 
Lizzie  came  into  this  world.  That 
would  have  been  forty-five,  maybe 
fifty,  years  ago.  It  was  during  Lizzie’s 
life-time  that  this  port  of  Wenchow, 
thriving  on  ocean-going  shipping 
trade,  grew  into  a great  commercial 
city  and  achieved  fame  far  and  wide 
as  the  centre  of  a culture  all  its  own. 
Its  arts  and  crafts  brought  great 
renown,  and  the  men  of  Wenchow 
were  known  in  every  city,  town  and 
hamlet  of  Chekiang  as  men  of 
superior  character  and  craftsmen  of 
singular  skill.  “He’s  a Wenchow 
man,”  was  enough  to  guarantee  any 
tradesman,  more  than  enough  to 
certify  any  worker  in  the  crafts. 
Wenchow  was  indeed  a city  of 
repute  and  her  men  were  justly 
proud  of  her.  On  this  account  it  was 
not  unknown  for  the  flames  of 
jealousy  to  go  licking  at  their  heels. 

In  Wenchow  there  was,  even  from 
early  times,  a numerous  and  strong 
Christianity.  This  garden  of  God’s 
had  been  carefully  tended  over  the 
years  by  French  and  Polish  mission- 
aries, and  the  increase  of  the  Faith 


had  kept  pace  with  the  growth  and 
expansion  of  this  great  city  by  the 
sea.  And  so  it  happened  that  Lizzie 
heard  something  of  the  teaching 
about  the  True  God,  and  had  even 
gone  a few  times  with  some 
Christian  friends  to  observe  the 
ceremonies  of  worship  in  the 
Catholic  Temple.  There  she  heard 
enough  of  this  doctrine  to  turn  her 
heart  to  God. 

Came  the  day  when  Lizzie’s  hus- 
band decided  to  follow  in  the  foot- 
steps of  many  of  his  neighbours. 
Breaking  up  his  home,  he  set  his  face 
towards  Lishui,  a small  but  flourish- 
ing city  100  miles  up-river.  There 
he  would  work  at  his  trade  of 
builder,  the  competition  would  not 
be  so  keen,  and  his  superior  ability 
would  permit  him  to  choose  his 
patrons  at  will  and  at  the  same  time 
allow  him  to  command  a very  good 
day’s  pay.  He  settled  finally  at 
Pi-hu,  a market  town  about  11  miles 
from  Lishui. 

Things  went  very  well  for  Lizzie 
and  her  husband  with  their  two 
young  sons.  He  never  lacked  for 
contracts,  and  Lizzie  herself  was  a 
very  good  manager,  a most  efficient 
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and  capable  housewife.  ^5He  stood 
out  among  the  other  women,  for  she 
was  an  unusual  type,  tall,  slender 
and  with  great  dignity  of  bearing, 
and  refinement  in  every  line  and 
feature  of  her  gentle  face.  They  were 
well  thought  of  in  the  district.  The 
two  boys  continued  their  schooling, 
fortunately  finding  in  Pi-hu  one  of 
the  best  government  high -schools  in 
that  part  of  the  province. 

Lizzie  continued  to  keep  !ti  touch 
with  the  Catholic  Faith.  About  three 
years  after  she  had  settled  in  her 
new  home,  she  received  Baptism 
and  soon  became  known  for  her 
fervour  and  her  fidelity  to  the 
Sacraments.  Her  husband,  and  two 
sons,  however,  remained  pagan. 

Then  one  day  a great  sorrow  came 
upon  the  family.  The  younger  son 
took  sick  very  suddenly,  and  before 
Lizzie  had  time  to  realize  the  danger 
the  boy  was  dead.  He  was  still  un- 
baptized. The  father  grieved  to 
excess  over  the  loss,  and  could  not 
be  comforted.  He  began  to  turn 
down  contracts,  preferring  to  stretch 
out  at  home  on  his  long  bamboo 
chair,  where  he  would  smoke  his 
3-ft.  pipe  all  the  day  long  and  brood 
on  his  misery.  By  this  time  the  older 
son  had  been  graduated  from  high 
school  and  had  obtained  a good 
position  with  the  local  government. 
This  was  some  consolation  to  the 
father,  for  it  is  the  ambition  of  every 
Chinese  to  enter  the  ranks  of  the 
ruling  class.  To  have  a son  who  is  an 
official  is  almost  as  good.  But  in 
other  ways  this  older  son  was  not 
much  comfort  to  his  father. 

Lizzie  had  prayed  night  and  day 
for  her  pagan  husband,  and  she 
found  her  opportunity  at  last  in  his 
grief  and  misery.  Patiently  she  drew 
him  step  by  step  along  the  way  to 
the  Faith,  until  one  day  he  actually 
went  to  Mass  “just  to  see”,  he  said. 
He  went  no  more  after  that,  but 
Lizzie  knew  that  things  were  happen- 
ing deep  down  in  the  heart  of  her 
man.  The  older  son,  having  learned 


at  High  School  that  the  human  race 
is  merely  a superior  breed  of  ape, 
was  disgusted  with  all  this  religious 
talk  at  home,  and  often  flounced  out 
of  the  kitchen  in  an  intense  rage  if 
Lizzie  so  much  as  mentioned  God. 
On  one  occasion  he  had  even  turned 
on  his  mother  in  great  bitterness  and 
anger,  and  with  a fearful  imprecation 
cursed  her  for  her  foolish  dabbling 
with  this  foreign  religion.  From  that 
day  forward  things  were  never  just 
the  same  between  mother  and  son. 
As  time  passed,  deep  lines  of  an 
abysmal  sorrow  were  etched  into  the 
fine  face  of  Lizzie,  though  they  added 
something  very  precious  to  her 
beauty.  In  time,  her  son  married, 
and  in  keeping  with  the  new  ways 
he  set  up  his  own  home  elsewhere. 
Lizzie  was  left  a little  more  free, 
then,  to  talk  of  God  to  her  husband 
as  he  lay  back  in  the  long  bamboo 
chair  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
rafters.  It  was  not  long  before  the 
sickness  came  upon  him,  and  for 
Lizzie  the  pain  of  his  loss  was  eased 
a great  deal  by  the  Baptism  which  he 
had  asked  for  and  received  the 
morning  of  the  day  he  died.  Over  the 
protests  of  the  pagan  neighbours. 
Lizzie  had  him  buried  from  the 
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Church.  The  pagans  were  afraid  that, 
minus  their  pagan  rites,  his  soul 
would  not  rest  and  he  would  come 
back  to  trouble  the  houses  he  had 
built  for  them.  Lizzie  knew  better, 
and  defied  them,  but  after  the 
funeral  she  had  to  leave  the  neigh- 
bourhood for  good. 

Most  of  the  few  belongings  she 
had  left  were  sold,  and  Lizzie  went 
to  live  with  her  son.  It  was  the  only 
place  she  had  to  go  to.  Her  son  had 
grown  up  a bit  by  this  time  and  no 
longer  talked  of  apes  and  monkeys, 
nor  did  he  scold  her  any  more  for 
going  to  Church.  In  fact  he  was 
almost  kind  at  times,  but  it  was  the 
patronizing  kindness  that  comes  with 
success.  Lizzie  was  more  hurt  by  it 
than  anything  else.  At  the  same  time 
she  understood  it,  for  her  son  was 
now  one  of  the  leading  men  in  the 
local  government  and  had  already 
shown  himself  to  be  a skilful  and 
fair-minded  ruler.  The  wife  he  had 
married  was  one  of  his  own  choice, 
a girl  of  the  modern  school  from  the 
provincial  capital.  It  was  the 
daughter-in-law  who  made  Lizzie  feel 
unwelcome  and  unwanted. 

She  made  her  way  to  the  Lishui 
mission.  Here  she  took  work  at 
the  laundry  and  her  troubles  seemed 
at  an  end.  She  loved  the  Sisters  and 
was  glad  to  be  working  for  them. 
She  was  independent,  and  could  go 
to  daily  Mass  and  night  prayer  in 
the  Church  across  the  street.  It  was 
a strange  ending,  nevertheless,  for 
the  lady  from  Wenchow. 

A year  or  two  passed.  There 
were  unusual  stirrings  and  rumours 
throughout  the  land.  People  talked 
of  bandits  who  were  not  bandits  but 
real  soldiers  who  would  one  day 
attack  Lishui  and  all  the  cities 
around.  Lizzie’s  son,  by  this  time 
District  Magistrate  for  Pi-hu,  was 
known  throughout  the  Lishui  area 
as  one  of  the  most  powerful  men  in 
the  southern  part  of  the  province. 
People  often  asked  Lizzie  for  the 
latest  tips  on  government  doings — 


but  Lizzie  had  no  answer,  she  knew 
nothing  of  her  son’s  affairs;  besides, 
she  was  too  busy  praying,  praying 
with  an  urgency  that  only  a mother 
can  know.  The  son,  true  to  his 
Wenchow  inheritance,  was  extreme- 
ly capable,  but  also  very  arrogant. 
Power  and  arrogance  together  breed 
enmities,  and  many  a farmer  and 
many  a townsman  had  smarted 
under  the  proud  tongue  of  this  Wen- 
chow interloper.  There  were  mur- 
murings.  There  were  even  some 
who  whispered,  “Wait  till  the  liber- 
ation comes,  we’ll  see  what  happens 
to  Wenchow  popinjays!”  But  Liz- 
zie’s son  could  not  be  intimidated, 
and  he  ruled  and  taxed  his  up-river 
bumkins  with  a fearlessness  shown  by 
no  man  before  him. 

The  10th  of  May,  1949,  was  the 
day  of  “liberation”.  Red-Army 
troops  from  far-off  Shantung  Pro- 
vince took  over  Lishui  after  a siege 
of  one  night.  Pihu  fell  to  them  later 
the  same  day. 

Lizzie’s  son  was  brought  to  Lishui 
in  chains.  Someone  saw  him  pas- 
sing under  military  guard  and  run- 
ning to  the  laundry  they  brought 
the  news  to  the  mother.  Lizzie  kept 
on  ironing,  nor  did  she  leave  the 
laundry  till  the  day’s  work  was  done. 
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J^eq^uiedcat  in  Pace 


The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  unites  with  the  people  of  London 
Diocese,  Ontario,  in  mourning  the  passing  of  beloved  Bishop  John 
T.  Kidd,  whose  sudden  death  on  June  2nd,  at  the  age  of  81,  termi- 
nated a life  of  great  usefulness 
to  the  Church  in  Canada. 


From  a farm  home  in 
Ontario,  the  career  of  Bishop 
Kidd  embraced  a pastorate  at 
Penetanguishene,  Archbishop’s 
secretary  and  Chancellor  in 
Toronto,  first  President  of  St. 
Augustine’s  Seminary,  Bishop 
of  Calgary  and  Bishop  of  Lon- 
don. He  had  passed  the  Silver 
Jubilee  of  his  Episcopal  Con- 
secration and  died  only  a week 
before  the  public  celebration 
of  that  noteworthy  milestone 
as  he  knelt  in  prayer  in  his 
Oratory  at  his  residence. 


His  Excellency 

the  late  Bishop  John  T.  Kidd,  D.D. 
dedicated  our  new  Novitiate  established 


For  years,  the  late  Bishop 
Kidd  served  as  one  of  three 
Episcopal  representatives  on 
our  Society’s  Board  of  Control 
and  during  his  long  life  he 
showed  great  interest  in  the 
affairs  of  the  Society  and  never 
missed  an  opportunity  to  aid 
the  Foreign  Missions.  His 
Diocese  was  in  the  forefront 
always  both  as  regards  mate- 
rial assistance  and  vocations  to 
our  Society,  and  in  1943  Bishop 
Kidd  personally  blessed  and 
in  his  Diocese,  at  St.  Mary’s,  Ont. 


We  shall  miss  him  as  a great  friend  and  ardent  supporter.  We  ask 
the  prayers  of  our  readers  for  his  soul. 


In  the  evening  she  begged  admission 
to  the  cell  in  the  prison,  but  this  re- 
quest was  roughly  refused. 

At  sun-up  the  following  morning 
they  led  him  to  the  gravel-bar  by  the 
river.  A people’s  court  was  assem- 
bled hurriedly.  He  was  found  guilty 
of  exploiting  the  people.  A Christian 
from  the  mission  had  gone  down  to 
see  if  by  any  chance  he  would  ask 
for  baptism.  But  it  was  impossible 
to  get  anywhere  near  him.  It  was  all 
over  in  a matter  of  seconds.  A shot 
at  close  range  through  the  back  of 


the  head,  and  the  kneeling  figure  fell 
forward  on  his  face  with  his  hands 
still  tied  behind  his  back.  Some  of 
Lizzie’s  friends  were  there,  and  after 
Mass  they  came  and  found  her  in  the 
laundry  and  told  her  all  that  had 
happened.  Lizzie  kept  on  ironing,  nor 
did  she  leave  until  her  day’s  work 
was  done. 

In  the  evening,  a weary,  heart- 
broken Lizzie  came  to  tlie  Pastor's 
door  and  asked  that  a Mass  l)c 
oflered  the  next  day,  'dor  her  de- 
ceased luishand”  slu‘  said. 
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If  This  Was 
Treason 

by 

R.  J.  Pelow 
S.  F.  M. 

A Thought  for  Summer 


If  you  had  been  living  in  Lyford,  England,  in  the  summer  of  1581,  in 
the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  you  might  have  assisted  at  the  last  Mass  of  Father 
Edmund  Campion,  English  Jesuit  missioner  and  hero  of  the  Catholic  under- 
ground. Also,  at  the  Mass  would  have  been  Mr.  George  Eliot,  professional 
priest-hunter,  who  received  Holy  Communion,  and  then  went  about  his  business 
of  betraying  the  priest.  Eliot  himself  said  that  Father  Campion  later  warned 
him  no  good  would  come  to  him  from  his  deed,  and  apparently  the  spy  looked 
on  this  as  a threat  of  Catholic  vengeance.  He  imagined  that  he  was  being 
followed  and  bewitched,  and  according  to  reports  finally  became  insane. 

If  you  saw  the  movie  “Guilty  of  Treason”,  you  can  easily  imagine  what 
took  place  at  the  trial  of  Edmund  Campion.  It  was  quite  clear  that  there  was 
to  be  no  fair  trial.  The  Lords  of  the  Council  were  demanding  a death 
sentence  and  the  conviction  was  to  be  for  treason.  The  trial  was  watched  by 
all  England,  and  the  Catholic  cause  would  be  dealt  a severe  blow  if  the  charge 
of  conspiracy  could  be  proved.  The  Queen  herself,  in  red  wig,  jewels,  gold 
lace,  with  sunken,  painted  face,  attended  by  some  of  her  trusted  ministers,  had 
tried  to  bribe  Campion  with  promise  of  great  things  if  he  would  but  adjure  his 
faith  and  enter  the  Protestant  ministry.  He  refused.  Back  he  went  to  the 
Tower  and  the  torture  of  the  rack.  So  savage  were  the  torturers  that  weeks 

Campion  died,  you  would 
have  heard  him  say  to  his 
executioners:  “If  you 

esteem  my  religion  trea- 
son, then  am  I guilty;  as 
for  other  treason,  I never 
committed  any,  God  is  my 
judge.” 

If  you  were  living  be- 
hind the  Iron  Curtain  you 
would  know  there  are 
hundreds  of  Father  Cam- 
pions today.  Pray  for 
them  often. 


later,  when  on  trial. 
Father  Campion  could  not 
lift  his  arm.  One  of  his 
companions  had  to  take 
his  crippled  hand,  tucked 
in  the  cuff  of  his  gown, 
and  raise  it  for  him.  The 
farce  was  played  out  and 
with  his  companion  priests 
he  was  condemned  to 
death  — to  be  hanged, 
drawn  and  quartered. 

If  you  had  been  at  Ty- 
burn the  morning  Father 


Rev.  Rogers  Pelow,  S.F.M. 
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J^on 


Ry’e 


^ little  TvoTtsense  now 
and  then  is  relished  byOie 
wisest  men 


Little  Claude’s  mother  had  reluctantly  allowed  her  precious  child  to 
attend  public  school.  She  gave  the  teacher  a long  list  of  instructions.  “My 
Claude  is  so  sensitive,”  she  explained,  “that  when  he  is  naughty  you  mustn’t 
punish  him.  Just  slap  the  boy  next  to  him.  That  will  frighten  Claude.” 


Patient’s  Wife:  “Is  there  any  hope,  doctor?” 

Doctor:  “Well,  I don’t  know.  What  are  you  hoping  for?” 


“Janitor,  you  could  cool  our  apartment  nicely  if  you  would  run  ice 
water  through  the  radiators. 

“Can’t  be  done,  madam.” 

“What  did  you  have  in  them  last  winter?” 


Pilot,  just  after  tailspin:  “I’ll  bet  50  per  cent  of  the  people  down  there 
thought  we  were  going  to  be  killed  that  time.” 

Student  Pilot:  “Yes,  sir!  And  50  per  cent  of  the  people  up  here  thought 
thought  so,  too.” 


“Give  me  a round-trip  ticket,” 

“Where  to?” 

“Why,  back  here,  of  course.” 

Civilian:  “Can  you  lend  me  a dollar?  I don’t  get  paid  until  tomorrow.” 
Sailor:  “Sorry,  I haven’t  a cent.  I was  paid  yesterday.” 


A woman  went  to  buy  a drinking  trough  for  her  dog,  and  the  clerk 
asked  if  she  would  like  one  with  the  inscription:  “For  the  dog.” 

“It  really  doesn’t  matter,”  she  replied.  “My  husband  never  drinks 
water,  and  the  dog  can’t  read.” 


PLAYING  SAFE 

Gushing  hostess:  “You  know,  I have  heard  such  a great  deal  about  you.” 
Politician:  “Possibly,  but  you  can’t  prove  anything.” 
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"For  these  people  the  thread  of  history  snapped  about  1640/' 


Twilight 


In  the  wake  of  the  Portuguese  ex- 
plorers and  merchants  who  had 
reached  Japan  as  early  as  1539  came 
the  intrepid  St.  Francis  Xavier.  Ten 
years  only  after  the  first  European 
had  entered  the  country  Francis 
arrived  with  another  Jesuit  father 
and  a lay  brother.  He  established  a 
Christian  community  at  Kagoshima. 
Later  he  made  his  way  to  the  capital 
and  imperial  city  of  Myiako.  But 
there  he  was  rejected.  He  had  ap- 
peared as  a tattered,  worn-out  mis- 
sioner  with  few  possessions.  So 
Xavier  hit  upon  a new  plan  and  some 
time  later  returned  with  great  pomp 
as  the  accredited  ambassador  of  the 
King  of  Portugal.  He  was  royally  wel- 
comed by  the  emperor,  especially  in 
consideration  of  the  gifts  he  brought 
— such  as  a musical  box,  a piece  of 
brocade,  some  mirrors,  crystal  fla- 
gons, and  the  like.  He  was  given 
permission  to  preach,  and  before  long 
had  planted  the  seed  of  Catholicism 
in  Japan  the  care  of  which  he  left 
in  the  person  of  the  zealous  Jesuit, 
Father  Cosme  de  Torres. 

But  the  history  of  the  Church  in 
Japan  for  the  next  hundred  years  is 
a tale  of  struggle  and  persecution. 
More  Jesuits  came  in  the  wake  of 
St.  Francis  Xavier  who  had  gone  on 
to  India  where  his  presence  was  so 


By 

R,  Pelow 
S.F.M. 


Told  by  a correspondent  in  Japan,  the 
story  of  the  Twilight  Christians  of  the 
Gotes  Islands,  near  Nagasaki,  brings  to 
mind  the  reason  why  Our  Holy  Father 
has  appealed  to  Foreign  Mission  Soci- 
eties to  send  aid,  at  all  costs,  to  Japan. 


urgently  needed.  Then  came  Fran- 
ciscans, Dominicans  and  Augus- 
tinians.  They  made  close  to  a mil- 
lion converts.  But  then  came  the 
most  gruesome  persecutions,  gradual- 
ly gaining  impetus  and  breaking  out 
in  full  fury  in  1614  with  the  procla- 
mation of  the  Emperor  leyasu  against 
Catholicism  in  which  he  stated  of  the 
Christians:  “They  must  instantly  be 
swept  out,  so  that  not  an  inch  of  soil 
remains  to  them  in  Japan  on  which 
to  plant  their  feet,  and  if  they  refuse 
to  obey  this  command  they  shall 
suffer  the  penalty.” 

What  that  penalty  was  soon  became 
evident  as  the  most  ghastly  tortures 
were  put  into  effect.  Christians  were 
executed  by  being  hurled  from  the 
top  of  high  cliffs,  some  were  burned 
alive  while  others  were  buried  alive, 
some  were  torn  asunder  by  oxen  while 
others  were  tied  up  in  rice  bags  as 
fuel  for  a huge  fire.  Thousands  of 
Christians  died  rather  than  deny  their 
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faith.  All  missionaries  were  to  be 
brought  to  Nagasaki,  all  churches 
were  to  be  destroyed,  all  Christians 
who  remained  loyal  were  to  be  exe- 
cuted or  exiled.  Twilight  descended 
upon  Catholicism  in  Japan  but  even 
without  priests  the  Faith  did  not  die 
out  completely.  The  Church  in  Japan 
went  underground. 

Two  centuries  after  the  last  priest 
in  Japan  had  been  killed,  missioners 
returned.  They  found  thousands  of 
Christians  coming  forth  to  welcome 
them  but  thousands  more  did  not. 
The  former  came  forth  from  their 
hiding  places,  like  the  Christians  of 
old,  and  they  declared  that  they  had 
the  same  “heart”,  meaning  the  same 
faith,  as  the  priest  from  the  Paris 
Foreign  Mission  Society  who  had 
discovered  them.  They  were  most 
happy  when  the  first  priest  they  ever 
saw  answered  their  question  if  he 
were  unmarried  in  the  affirmative. 
Three  signs  had  been  transmitted  to 
them  by  their  ancestors  whereby  they 
would  know  the  true  missionary. 
Those  signs  were  celibacy,  venera- 
tion of  Mary,  and  obedience  to  the 
Holy  Father.  By  these  signs  they 
would  know  the  true  priest  and  the 
true  missionary. 

But  thousands  more  of  the  Japa- 
nese Christians  have  fallen  into  the 
darkness  of  distorted  traditions  and 
beliefs.  Their  prayers  and  ceremonies 
have  become  corrupted  without 
priests  to  instruct  them  and  with 
paganism  to  infect  them.  As  Bishop 
McEntagart  expresses  it:  “For  these 
people  the  thread  of  history  snapped 
about  1640.  Yet  they  still  look  for 
the  day  when  priests  will  come  from 


St.  Francis  Xavier  brought  the  Faith  to  Japan 
in  1549. 


overseas  to  re-establish  their  religion. 
Though  they  have  eyes  to  see  and 
ears  to  hear,  they  do  not  realize  that 
in  their  midst  are  the  saving  doc- 
trines they  long  for.  Such  is  the 
history  of  the  Twilight  Christians  of 
the  Far  East — a people  whose  lips 
speak  the  time-honored  words  of 
Christianity  while  their  minds  think 
the  thoughts  of  a decadent,  futile 
paganism.” 


To  Be  Declared  National  Shrine 

Japanese  Government  archeologists  in  Shimabara  recently  unearthed  the  graves 
of  hundreds  of  Catholic  Martyrs.  The  bodies  had  been  buried  in  immense  pits 
during  the  persecution  of  1641.  It  is  claimed  that  more  Catholics  were  martyred 
in  Shimabara  than  in  Nagasaki,  itself,  the  center  of  the  persecution. 

The  graves  of  the  Martyrs  will  be  declared  national  shrines  and  the  parish 
church  of  Shimabara,  new  center  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  in  Japan, 
will  enjoy  special  jurisdiction  over  them. 
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The  Pilgrim  Virgin 

The  Past  and  the  Future 


LJ  ETWEEN  November  1947 
Jj  and  March,  1950,”  writes 
the  Right  Reverend  Mon- 
signor McGrath,  S.F.M.,  “stretches  a 
period  of  nearly  two  and  a half 
years  of  uninterrupted  Pilgrimage 
during  which,  time  and  time  again, 
the  same  ‘phenomenon’  has  been 
repeated.  In  cathedrals  and  parish 
churches,  in  stadia  and  amphi- 
theatres during  outdoor  devotions,  all 
the  way  from  Boston  to  California 
and  from  the  shore  of  the  lordly  St. 
Lawrence  to  the  winding  stretches  of 
the  muddy  Rio  Grande,  nothing  like 
this,  in  the  way  of  crowds  attending, 
has  ever  been  seen  before.  In  three 
churches  alone,  Buffalo  Cathedral, 
St.  Louis  Cathedral  and  Our  Mother 
of  Sorrows  Church,  Chicago,  with 
an  overall  stay  of  ten  days  among 
the  three,  655,000  people,  an  average 
of  more  than  65,000  a day,  were  on 
hand  to  hear  the  message  of  Fatima.” 
The  Holy  Year  has  brought  an 
increased  devotion  to  our  Lady  of 
Fatima,  according  to  recent  informa- 


Two  pilgrimages  are  now  in  pro- 
gress under  the  direction  of  the  Scar- 
boro  Fathers.  Monsignor  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  is  directing  one  in  the  United 
States  and  Father  Patrick  Moore, 
S.F.M.,  is  presently  in  Trinidad  on  the 
first  stage  of  a pilgrimage  through 
Central  and  South  America.  An  account 
of  the  enthusiastic  welcome  afforded  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  in  Port -of -Spain,  Trini- 
dad, appeared  in  the  June  issue  of 
Scarboro  Missions. 


tion  from  Monsignor  McGrath,  and 
there  are  no  signs  whatsoever  of  flag- 
ging interest  no  matter  where  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  travels.  The  deter- 
mination of  the  Catholic  people  to 
respond  wholeheartedly  to  the  appeal 
of  Our  Holy  Father  for  prayers  and 
penance  is  showing  itself  in  the 
thousands  of  devout  worshippers  now 
observing  the  First  Saturdays.  So 
many  parishes  have  wanted  a visit 
from  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  that  the  pil- 
grimage is  now  booked  ahead  until 
February  1951! 


,.aCisiof 

1.  4 


The  Pilgrim  Virgin 
leaves  Ciudad  Trujillo, 
Dominican  Republic, 
on  the  first  stage 
of  the  Central  and 
South  American  pil- 
grimage. Holding  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  statue 
is  Father  Patrick 
Moore,  S.F.M.  Stand- 
ing beside  him  is 
Father  John  Mc- 
Carthy, S.F.M.,  >vho 
is  accompanying 
Father  Moore  on  this 
particular  pilgrimage. 
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Introducing  the  STATUE  of 


The  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima 


This  Statue,  produced  in  Canada,  is  a true 
likeness  of  the  now  famous  Pilgrim  Virgin 
Statue  which  has  been  on  tour  throughout 
Canada  and  the  United  States  of  America  for 
more  than  two  years. 

Sizes  and  Prices 

high  $ 4.00 

26"  high  20.00 


ORDER  FROM: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY, 
SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO,  (CANADA). 


Sole  Distributors. 


FOR  HOME,  CLASSROOM  AND 
PRAYER  BOOK 

Beautiful  color  reproductions  of  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  of  Fatima. 

Pictures:  8"  x 10"  — suitable  for  framing. 

Single  copies:  25c;  Orders  of  five  or  more: 
20c  each.  Special  price  for  orders  of  100: 
^15.00. 

Cards — Prayer-book  size. 

Orders  of  100:  ^2.00. 


USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada) 

Enclosed  please  find  the  sum  of  ^ 

for:  Statue (s)  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima,  size 

Picture (s)  8"  x 10"  Cards  (Prayer-book  Size) 

Mail  this  order  to: 

NAME  

ADDRESS  
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F.  T.  O’GRADY 
S.F,M. 


YOU  will  know  it  is  early 
summer  when  you  hear  the 
household  debates  on  the  sub- 
ject of  vacations.  The  formula  used 
universally  is : sea-shore  versus  moun- 
tains. I say  that  the  formula  is  used 
universally  although  in  the  part  of 
the  country  where  I happen  to  live  I 
know  of  nobody  who  ever  goes  to 
either  sea-shore  or  mountains.  In 
central  Canada  the  actual  question 
is : “when  shall  we  leave  for  the 
cottage?” 

For  the  benefit  of  neighbors  who 
have  not  been  able  to  rent  a cottage, 
this  magic  phrase  is  supposed  to 
conjure  up  images  of  a lakeside,  a 
sandy  beach,  canoes  (or  row-boats 
for  the  more  prosaic),  refreshing 
swimming,  fishing,  cool  sleeping,  un- 
ending bliss.  Sometimes  it  does  this, 
at  least  momentarily.  But  then  the 
neighbors  recall  their  own  experi- 
ences at  another  cottage  the  previous 
year.  There  is  quite  a difference  be- 
tween the  dream  and  the  reality.  But 
they  dare  not  express  such  thoughts. 
This  would  betray  envy,  and  would 
certainly  be  in  very  poor  taste. 

To  begin  with,  some  cottages  are 
on  the  lakeside  and  others  are  not. 
We  must  establish  what  is  meant  by 
a lakeside.  To  many  people  it  means 
“within  a mile  of  some  body  of 
water”.  Your  cottage  may  actually 
be  in  an  open  field,  with  a few  trees 
struggling  for  existence  in  the  hot 
summer  sun.  From  here,  twice  daily, 


you  walk  half  a mile  to  the  water. 

When  you  arrive  there  you  are  in  a 
sweat.  A swim  is  in  order.  Then 
you  walk  back  to  the  cottage.  You 
are  again  in  a sweat.  Profit:  zero. 

Not  to  mention  the  loss  of  time. 

There  are  such  things  as  sandy 
beaches.  I’ve  seen  several.  Then 
again  there  are  beaches  with  sand 
on  them.  Sometimes  this  sand  has 
been  carried  there  at  great  pains.  The  | 

wind  soon  scatters  it,  and  you  have  j 

the  picture  of  a rocky  beach  which  i 

has  been  visited  by  a light  sand- 
storm. On  these  beaches  you  wear  j 

shoes  at  all  times,  even  past  way  into 
the  water;  you  find  a rock  some  ! 

twenty  yards  out  from  shore  and 
there  you  remove  the  shoes,  and  be-  | 

gin  your  swim.  On  your  return, 

you  swim  to  this  rock,  don  your 
rubber  shoes,  then  wade  ashore.  The 
number  of  shores  with  wonderful 
sandy  beaches  where  you  can  walk 
barefoot  from  a cottage  right  into 
the  water  is  less  than  the  digits  of 
your  hands. 

Canoes  are  dangerous.  Only  ex- 
perienced swimmers  should  use  them. 

In  really  rough  water  nobody  can 
use  them.  The  Indians  invented  the 
canoe  in  the  hopes  that  the  white 
men  would  like  them  and  drown. 

Maybe  that’s  what  happened  to  all 
the  Indians  in  this  country!  A row- 
boat is  practical.  It  is  also  ugly.  It 
is  also  heavy.  It  is  also  hard  to  row. 

Jt  also  needs  paint  each  year.  It  also 
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should  be  carried  far  from  the  water 
each  Autumn,  turned  upside  down, 
covered  with  a canvas,  and  caulked 
annually.  If  it’s  a good  one,  it’s 
expensive.  If  cheap,  then  dangerous. 
It  may  have  a motor  attached.  You 
can  easily  buy  such  a motor  for  a 
hundred  dollars.  Then  buy  gasoline. 
Then  haul  the  motor  back  up  to  the 
cottage  each  night.  Also  get  to  know 
a mechanic  close  by  to  keep  it  run- 
ning for  you. 

Swimming  is  part  of  the  cottage 
tradition.  Not  everybody  can  swim. 
For  the  latter,  an  inner  tube  from 
the  automobile  tire  is  used.  This 
keeps  you  afloat;  it  also  keeps  you 
utterly  helpless.  Everyone  assures 
you  that  they  are  great  fun.  Who 
am  I to  question  this  axiom.  You 
see,  I can’t  swim  either. 

The  subject  of  fishing  is  a very 
controversial  one.  It  has  been  de- 
fined as:  a delusion  entirely  sur- 
rounded by  liars  in  old  clothes.  No 
statistics  are  available  since  “the 
good  spots”  are  kept  secret.  This 
sport  has  such  a complicated  ritual 
that  it  deserves  special  treatment. 
Suffice  it  to  say  here  that  no  cottage 
should  be  without  its  good  fishing 
advantages. 

The  cool  sleeping  which  cottages 
are  supposed  to  have  brings  many 
personal  experiences  to  mind.  August 
nights  become  quite  cool  alright.  We 
used  to  spend  the  summer  months 
“up  the  Gatineau”  a few  miles  North 
of  Ottawa  and  the  August  nights 
provided  cool  sleeping  to  be  sure. 
One  chap  used  to  wear  long  hockey 
stockings  over  his  pajamas,  also  a 
windbreaker,  also  a skiing  helmet, 
also  light  mitts.  Nobody  would  think 
of  going  to  bed  without  three  blan- 
kets. You  could  probably  sleep  in 
your  refrigerator  more  comfortably 
than  we  used  to  sleep  in  those  tents. 
However,  the  arctic  weather  after 
darkness  was  preferable  to  the  June 
and  July  mosquitoes. 


Now  there  is  a subject  which 
should  be  discussed  whenever  the 
word  cottage  is  mentioned.  Yet  there 
is  a strange  convention  in  this  coun- 
try. Flies  may  be  debated  after  the 
summer  is  over,  but  not  before!  You 
are  allowed  one  strictly  rhetorical 
question  in  the  early  summer:  “I 
don’t  suppose  there  are  any  flies  at 
the  cottage?”  And  of  course  the 
answer  (in  June)  is  a reassuring 
No.  In  September  you  may  word 
it  this  way : “How  bad  were  the 
flies?”  Then  the  cottage  owner  is 
free  to  say:  “TERRIBLE.  THE 
WORST  SUMMER  YET.”  If  you 
have  never  spent  a night  at  the  cot- 
tage, with  your  back  covered  with 
sun-burn  oil,  and  a squadron  of 
mosquitoes  buzzing  all  around  you 
from  bed-time  until  the  rising  hour. 
you  haven  t lived! 

Sun-tan  lotions  deserve  lengthier 
treatment.  The  ones  which  really 
relieve  the  pain,  are  the  ones  which 
best  attract  the  flies.  All  flies  know 
this.  Consequently,  by  day  there  are 
scouts  sent  out  by  the  flies  to  watch 
for  the  paleskins.  These  victims  are 
tracked  to  their  respective  cottages, 
and  the  squadrons  await  the  hours 
of  darkness.  The  tender  skin  punc- 
tures easily  and  the  odor  of  the  lo- 
tion helps  identify  the  victims  in  the 
dark.  I would  very  much  like  to 
read  the  diary  of  a mosquito  at  the 
end  of  a summer.  At  any  rate,  most 
of  us  will  likely  spend  some  time  at 
a cottage  this  summer,  near  a lake, 
with  a boat,  a beach,  fishing,  good 
sleeping  and  sun-tan  lotion.  HAPPY 
HOLIDAY! 
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XAZARE1 

NovitifH 
Scarboro  Foreign\ 


SEPTEMBER  of  this  year  will  mark 
the  seventh  anniversary  of  the 
opening  of  Nazareth  House,  the 
Novitiate  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  It  was  in  September 
1943  that  Nazareth 
House  was  officially 
blessed  and  opened 
by  His  Excellency 
the  late  Most  Rever- 
end John  T.  Kidd, 

D.D.,  Bishop  of 
London.  Situated  in 
the  beautiful  town  of 
St.  Mary’s,  Ontario, 
along  the  shore  of 
the  Thames  River, 

Nazareth  House, 
with  with  its  twenty 
acres  of  farm  land, 
flowing  lawns  and 
stately  maples,  is 
ideally  placed  for  a 
Novitiate. 

The  purpose  of 
Nazareth  House  is 
to  develop  in  prospective  students  for 
the  missionary  Priesthood  those  quali- 
ties of  soul  and  body  that  give  promise 
of  holy  and  healthy  missionaries.  With 
this  two-fold  purpose  in  mind,  the 
programme  for  the  Novices  is  a happy 
balance  of  spiritual  training,  study, 
practical  manual  work  and  seasonable 
sports.  The  accompanying  illustra- 
tions show  scenes  from  every-day  life 
at  Nazareth  House. 


Very  Rev.  Leo 


I HOUSE 

»f  the 

fission  Society 

Besides  the  residence  pictured  at  the 
it,  there  is  a new  brick  building  de- 
Ined  to  accommodate  twenty  novices, 
lie  building  shown  is  the  residence 
■ priests  and  contains  the  chapel, 
classrooms  and  din- 
ing room. 

Young  men  desir- 
ing admission  to  the 
Scarbo.ro  Foreign 
Mission  Society 
spend  one  year  at 
Nazareth  House.  At 
the  conclusion  of 
that  year,  if  they 
prove  to  be  suitable 
candidates  for  the 
missionary  priest- 
hood, they  are 
recommended  for 
entry  into  the  Semi- 
nary. The  course 
of  studies  in  the 
Seminary  comprises 
two  years  of  philoso- 
phy and  four  years 
theology.  After  ordination  priests 
the  Society  may  be  sent  to  any  of 
e mission  fields  under  the  jurisdic- 
in  of  the  Society  that  the  Superior 
meral  and  his  Council  may  deter- 
ine. 

Young  men  interested  in  becoming 
reign  missionaries  should  address 
eir  enquiries  to  the  Very  Rev.  Father 
ictor,  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 
:arboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


The  Prince 
Bows  Low 

by 

Basil  Kirby 
S.F.M. 

After  all  the  people  had  left 
the  chapel  that  morning,  one 
woman  remained  behind.  She 
stood  around  the  front  door  for  a 
while,  then  came  back  inside  while 
the  catechist  was  still  gathering  up 
the  Mass  equipment.  I nodded  to  her 
and  wandered  out  into  the  yard  to 
relax  a little  and  to  have  a smoke.  As 
I glanced  up  idly  to  estimate  the 
chances  of  having  rain,  she  came  to 
the  door  and  said: 

‘T  hope  you  don’t  get  wet  this 
afternoon.  Father,  the  trails  have 
been  just  terrible  for  the  past  two 
months.”  Then  she  went  on  hurriedly 
— ^Tt’s  wonderful  for  you  to  come 
out  so  far  to  say  Mass  for  us — espe- 
cially now,  in  the  rainy  season.” 

By  this  time  I realized  that  this 
woman  was  anxious  to  speak  of  some- 
thing more  serious. 

“Yes”,  I said,  “if  it  rains  much 
more  we’ll  have  to  saddle  up  a few 
alligators  to  be  able  to  navigate  these 
trails.” 

We  both  laughed,  and  I said  di- 
rectly to  her,  “I  didn’t  see  you  at 
Communion  in  the  Mass  to-day.” 

She  sobered  up  immediately.  “No, 
Father,”  she  replied,  “it’s  been  many 
years  since  I recived  Holy  Com- 
munion and  I would  give  anything  to 
be  able  to  go  to  the  Sacraments 
again.” 

“What’s  the  trouble,”  I asked,  “not 
married  by  the  church?” 

“That’s  it  exactly.  Father.  Years 


The  following  story  by  Father 
Kirby,  S.F.M.,  describes  an  inci- 
dent that  took  place  on  one  of 
his  many  mission  joumies  in  the 
Archdiocese  of  Santo  Domingo. 
Father  Kirby  was  visiting  a string 
of  mission  stations  between  his 
headquarters,  at  Seibo,  and  La 
Lisa,  fifty -five  miles  distant. 
When  the  popular  mode  of  travel 
is  by  horseback  or  on  foot,  fifty- 
five  miles  is  a sizeable  journey. 


ago,  there  was  no  priest  in  our  vil- 
lage and  I guess  we  just  didn’t 
make  sufficient  effort  to  go  to  the 
next  town  where  one  did  reside,  so 
we  simply  got  married  by  the  local 
civil  authorities.  As  time  went  on 
and  our  family  increased,  it  never 
seemed  possible  to  get  away.  One  of 
us  always  had  to  stay  with  the  chil- 
dren, and,  as  you  know,  we  would 
have  to  leave  them  for  at  least  two 
whole  days  to  be  able  to  make  the 
trip  by  horse  down  to  where  you 
live.  Did  you  see  those  children  who 
came  in  too  late  for  Communion? 
They  were  my  kiddies  and  they  all 
wanted  to  go  to  Confession  and  Com- 
munion, but  we  have  so  far  to  come 
. . .”  Her  voice  trailed  off.  She  was 
thinking  of  how  she  had  taught  her 
children  to  respect  the  Sacraments  as 
the  things  of  the  greatest  value  in 
life— and  now  to-day  they  had  been 
terribly  disappointed  because  when 
they  arrived  at  the  chapel  after  walk- 
ing hours  through  the  mud,  fasting, 
they  found  Mass  almost  over. 

“Where  do  you  live?”  I asked. 

“Oh,  Father,  it’s  a long  way  from 
here,  on  the  trail  to  La  Lisa.” 

“Listen,”  I said,  “I’ll  be  saying 
Mass  tomorrow  at  La  Lisa.  This 
afternoon  I’ll  drop  in  at  your  house 
on  the  way,  and  we’ll  get  you  all 
fixed  up.” 

For  a moment  she  couldn’t  speak. 
There  were  tears  in  her  eyes  as  she 
gave  me  exact  instructions  about 
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getting  to  her  home,  and  away  she 
went — almost  running — to  prepare 
everything. 

The  catechist  and  I ate  dinner. 
Then,  having  packed  the  Mass  kit  and 
all  our  equipment,  we  mounted  and 
set  out  for  La  Lisa.  About  an  hour 
later  I was  hailed  and  called  into  a 
house  beside  the  trail  to  anoint  a 
sick  man.  I had  visited  him  several 
months  before.  He  was  weaker  now — 
the  end  was  not  far  off.  I did  every- 
thing possible  for  him  and  with  the 
reception  of  the  sacraments  he  became 
calm  and  resigned.  And  since  we 


Our  priests  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Santa 
Domingo  soon  become  expert  horsemen. 
While  jeeps  are  used  in  certain  sections  of  the 
country,  horseback  is  the  most  efficient  way 
to  visit  missions  located  in  the  undeveloped, 
mountainous  regions.  Above,  the  author 
prepares  for  a mission  trip  like  to  the  one 
described  in  his  story. 

had  so  far  to  go  and  so  much  to  do, 
I gave  him  a hnal  blessing  and  we 
went  on.  He  had  been  singularly 
blessed.  In  a country  where  priests 
are  so  pitifully  few,  he  had  received 
two  visits  by  a priest  during  his 
final  illness.  I never  saw  him  again. 


When  we  arrived  at  the  woman’s 
house,  we  discovered  that  she  had 
only  come  in  a few  minutes  before 
us.  She  must  have  walked  liiore  than 
three  hours  to  reach  her  home.  Al- 
ready she  was  preparing  coffee  for 
us.  Her  husband  greeted  me. 

“Well,  Father,  we’ve  waited  a long 
time  for  you,  but  now  that  you  are 
here,  everything  is  going  to  be  al- 
right.” I knew  that  he  referred  to 
the  many  years  of  waiting — -waiting 
for  any  priest. 

“Hurry  with  that  coffee,  Maria,” 
he  called  to  his  wife,  “Father  will 
need  some  refreshment  before  he  does 
this  big  job.” 

We  laughed.  He  took  me  by  the 
arm  and  led  me  to  the  door. 

“Do  you  see  that.  Father?” 

I had  already  noticed  “that”  on 
my  way  into  the  house, — ^the  obvious 
result  of  hard  work.  The  good  con- 
dition of  his  little  farm  was  an  indi- 
cation of  his  character.  He  was 
beaming  with  pride. 

“But  my  real  wealth  is  right  here,” 
he  said,  turning  around  and  indi- 
cating his  six  children  who  were 
standing  around  the  room  watching 
us. 

“From  now  on.  Father,  we’ll  really 
be  able  to  give  the  children  good 
example.” 

I felt  almost  as  proud  of  them  as 
he  did  when  I realized  that  4 of  these 
children,  all  under  12  years  of  age, 
had  walked  over  six  hours  that  day 
to  go  to  Mass,  and  had  not  some  good 
soul  given  them  something  to  eat 
after  Mass  they  would  have  had  to 
wait  till  after  midday  for  their  break- 
fast. They  smiled  shyly  hut  happily. 
They  seemed  to  realize  that  having 
their  parents’  marriage  blessed  by 
Our  Lord  would  he  a big  thing  in 
the  lives  of  all  of  them. 

The  woman  brought  us  coffee  from 
the  little  shack  that  served  as  a 
kitchen.  She  was  smiling  happily.  We 
sat  down  and  (^hatted  amial)ly  as  w(' 
drank  that  “refreshment”  that  alwa\s 
tastes  so  wonderfnl  after  a long  rid('. 

{Continued  on  next  />nge) 
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HIS  Eminence  James  Cardinal 
McGuigan,  D.D.,  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto,  ordain- 
ed Reverend  Edgar  H.  Geier, 

S.F.M.,  to  the  priesthood  on 
Sunday,  June  25th,  1950.  The 
Ordination  ceremony  took  place  in 
the  chapel  of  the  Jesuit  Seminary, 

Toronto.  He  celebrated  his  First 
High  Mass  in  his  home  Parish,  St. 

Clement’s,  Preston,  on  Sunday, 

July  2nd. 

Father  Geier,  the  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  George  Geier,  of  Preston, 

Ontario,  was  born  in  Kingston, 

November  5th,  1924.  He  began 
his  education  in  St.  Clement’s 
Separate  School,  Preston,  and 
after  graduation  completed  high 
school  at  St.  Jerome’s  College, 

Kitchener.  In  September  of  1943 
he  entered  Nazareth  House,  St.  Rev.  Edgar  H.  Geier,  S.F.M. 

Mary’s,  Ontario,  the  Novitiate  of 

the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  A year  later  he  began  his  studies  for 
the  priesthood  at  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary. 

The  Ordination  of  Father  Geier  brings  to  seventy-four  the  number  of 
priests  in  the  Society.  In  the  near  future  he  will  beign  his  active  missionary 
career. 

To  Father  Geier  goes  our  best  wishes  for  a long  and  fruitful  service  in 
the  vineyard  of  the  Lord. 


THE  PRINCE  BOWS  LOW 

The  children  forgot  their  shyness  and 
began  to  play  around  the  room.  Be- 
tween them,  they  had  shared  one  cup 
of  coffee. 

“Now,  Father,  any  time  you  are 
ready,  we  can  start.”  They  were  both 
anxious  to  go  to  Confession  and  have 
their  marriage  blessed. 

Within  half  an  hour  everything  was 
done.  A real  Christian  happiness  had 
settled  over  the  home.  They  were 
still  standing  and  smiling,  arm  in 
arm,  when  I turned  to  wave  a final 
farewell,  as  we  rode  away  down  the 
muddy  trail. 


— Continued  from  Page  1 9 

It  wasn’t  anything  they  had  said, 
it  was  only  the  way  they  both  spoke 
their  gratitude  with  their  eyes  that 
kept  me  thinking  about  this  couple 
long  after  their  humble  home  was 
blotted  from  my  vision  by  the  en- 
circling forest,  and,  hours  later,  long 
after  nightfall,  when  we  rode  into 
La  Lisa,  I was  still  thinking  about 
the  m.an,  who,  as  I took  my  departure, 
bowed  low  with  all  the  dignity  of  a 
prince,  because  he  knew  that  now, 
indeed,  the  Prince  of  Peace  had 
really  taken  up  his  abode  in  that 
humble  home  in  the  hills. 
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"MY  FUTURE 

Is  Worth.  Serious  Thought" 


^'That's  right.  And  what  do  you  think  of  this? 
God  may  wish  you  to  be  a Missionary  Priest.^^ 


What  qualifications  are  required? 


1.  Normally  good  health. 

2.  Average  intelligence. 

3.  Good  moral  character. 


These  qualifications  coupled  with  a 
steady  or  frequently  recurring  desire 
to  be  a Priest,  are  sure  signs  of  God’s 
wish  in  your  regard. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  Foreign 
Missions  and  feel  that  you  would 
like  to  devote  your  life  to  that  work 
of  the  Church,  as  a member  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

write  to: 

The  Very  Rev.  Father  Rector, 
St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 
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The  Great 
Buddha,  a 
Bronze  figure 
of  Amida 
at  Hase, 
Japan. 


i 


Hanamatsuri  and  Shakamuni 

—The  Flower  Festival  and  Buddha^s  Birthday 
By  MICHAEL  CAREY,  S.F.M. 


Easter  Saturday,  April  8,  was 
a gala  day  for  the  children  of 
Japan.  Everywhere  throughout 
the  Island  Empire  they  turned  out  in 
great  numbers  to  celebrate  the  time- 
honored  Festival  of  the  Flowers. 
They  made  their  appearance,  under 
escort,  dressed  in  elaborate  robes  and 
carrying  branches  of  Sakura  (Cherry 
Blossoms).  Through  the  principal 
parks  and  blossom  reserves  they 
marched,  blending  the  beauty  of  their 
innocence  and  poise  with  the  breath- 
taking splendor  of  the  flowers  of 
Japan.  Possibly  unknown  to  them- 
selves the  children  were  doing  honor 
to  Buddha,  whose  birthday  the  nation 
was  celebrating. 

Shakamuni,  the  founder  of  Bud- 
dhism, is  believed  to  have  been  born 
April  8,  653  B.C.  Despite  this  more 
popular  belief,  many  of  his  devotees 
in  Japan,  and  in  China,  too,  claim 
his  birthday  was  in  the  year  1027 
B.C.  The  name,  Shakamuni,  means 
“the  wise  one  from  the  race  of 
Shaka.”  Shaka,  or  in  the  sanscript. 


5 

Sakya,  is  the  name  of  the  clan,  and  h 

the  suffix,  Muni,  has  the  meaning  of  | 

“wise  one.”  The  father  of  this  j 
prodigy  was  the  local  king,  named 
Suddhodana,  and  his  mother  was  a j 
princess  from  the  neighboring  King-  g 
dom  of  Keli,  named  Maya.  [l 

When  Maya  was  expecting  her  first  ; ^ 
child  she  set  out  on  the  road  to  her  [ | 

mother‘s  home  so  that  her  child,  ! . 

according  to  the  custom  of  the  time,  | l 

might  be  born  there.  Actually,  this  | 

custom  is  still  in  effect  in  many 
sections  of  Japan.  Tradition  tells  us 
that  as  Maya  was  passing  through  the 
Gardens  of  Lumbini  her  time  was 
accomplished  and  she  brought  forth  r 

her  first  son  sheltered  by  the  multi- 
colored flowers  of  the  garden. 

The  son  immediately  manifested 
most  wonderful  powers.  He  looked 
up  to  heaven  and  the  earth  trembled 
and  a fragrant  rain  fell  to  cleanse 
both  mother  and  child.  Perfumed 
blossoms  fell  from  the  sky  as  the  new 
born  child  walked,  unaided,  a few 
paces  from  his  mother.  Then  raising 
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one  hand  to  heaven  and  pointing  to 
the  earth  with  the  other,  he  said, 
“The  world  is  full  of  suffering  and  I 
shall  relieve  it.”  The  mother  and  son 
continued  their  journey  to  the  strains 
of  sweet  music  which  flowed  from  the 
sky. 

In  the  Horyuji  Monastery,  here  in 
Tokyo,  there  are  bronze  statues 
dating  back  to  the  seventh  century 
commemorating  these  marvellous 
happenings.  This  group  of  statues  is 
known  as  the  “Forty-eight  Buddhas 
of  Horyuji.” 

For  us  Catholics,  there  is  a sad 
note  to  this  story  and  the  feast  com- 
memorating it.  About  half  the  popu- 
lation of  the  world,  mostly  Oriental, 
is  still  immersed  in  the  darkness  of 
heathenism  and  is  still  commemorat- 
ing Buddha’s  birthday.  While  these 
commemorations  are  taking  place  the 
other  half  of  the  world’s  population 
is  in  mourning  before  the  tomb  of 


Christ — not  the  “wise  one  from  the 
race  of  Shaka”  but  the  “all-wise 
Saviour  of  the  human  race.” 


Pray  for  Them 

The  following  are  benefactors  of 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  who  have  died  recently. 
May  we  request  that  you  pray  for 
the  repose  of  their  souls. 

MacDonald,  Mrs.  A.  M.,  Cornwall, 
Ont. 

Lahey,  Mrs.  Wm.,  Madoc,  Ont. 

McDonald,  Mrs.  Sarah,  Glace  Bay, 
N.S. 

Lavelle,  Mr.  Anthony,  Pembroke, 
Ont. 

McCreith,  Miss  Winnifred, 
Kitchener,  Ont. 

Roche,  Mr.  Philip  G. 


Missionaries 

Return  From 

CHINA 


Rev.  R.  Reeves,  S.F.M., 
London,  Ont. 


Rev.  H.  Murphy,  S.F.M., 
Kingston,  Ont. 


Early  in  June  two  veteran  missionaries,  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  were  welcomed  home  from  China.  They  are  the 
Reverend  Harold  Murphy,  S.F.M.,  and  the  Reverend  Donald  Reeves, 
S.F.M.  Both  of  these  priests  have  seen  many  years  of  active  missionary  service 
in  China.  They  witnessed  the  hectic  years  of  the  Japanese  invasion  of  our 
Diocese  of  Lishui  and  have  felt  the  iron  hand  of  the  present  Communist  regime 
in  China.  Ill  health  necessitated  their  return  to  Canada. 

The  prayers  of  all  friends  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  are 
sought  most  earnestly  for  our  priests  in  China  who  are  laboring  under  grave 
difficulties. 


IMMACULATE 
HEART 
OF  . 
MARY 
BURSE 

^1,275.00  is  required  to 
complete  this  Burse. 


August  is  dedicated  to  the 
Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary. 


Honor  her  by  helping  to 
complete  this  Burse. 
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Hello,  boys  and  girls. 

Are  you  enjoying  your  summer 
holidays?  You  are,  I am  sure.  What 
with  ball  games,  picnics,  visits  to 
summer  cottages,  spending  a week 
or  two  with  your  aunts  and  uncles  or 
just  playing  with  the  children  who 
live  on  the  same  street  as  you  do, 
the  holidays  are  flitting  along  full  of 
fun  and  happiness.  Of  course,  there 
are  some  chores  that  must  be  done. 
After  all,  even  boys  and  girls  cannot 
expect  to  play  all  of  the  time.  There  is 
the  grass  to  cut.  There  are  berries  to 
be  picked  and  a hundred  other  things 
for  which  mother  needs  your  help. 
Then,  too,  some  of  you  may  have 
taken  a summer  job  for  a few  weeks. 
One  way  or  the  other  the  summer 
months  are  going  along  filled  with 
these  simple  joys  that  make  child- 
hood the  happiest  time  of  life. 

Did  you  ever  try  catching  bees? 
I suppose  you  have.  Nearly  every 
child  gets  a thrill  catching  a bee.  / 
know  I used  to  be  quite  a bee  hunter 
until  one  fine  day  I had  a bit  of  an 
accident.  You  see,  1 had  about  eight 
bees  in  a bottle  when,  climbing  over 
a fence,  I slipped.  The  top  came  off 
the  bottle  and  the  bees  found  their 


way  under  my  shirt.  The  fact  that 
they  were  quite  angry  did  not  help 
matters.  1 was  a sad  looking  mess  by 
the  time  I got  home.  The  bee  stings 
spoilt  part  of  my  holidays,  too.  It 
took  about  two  weeks  to  recover  from 
the  stings.  Believe  me,  I never  went 
bee  hunting  again!  My  advice  is 
that  you  leave  bees  alone  and  find  a 
less  dangerous  sport. 

While  you  are  enjoying  your 
summer  holidays,  dear  Buds,  try  to 
remember  the  missionaries.  There  is 
no  holiday  for  them.  If  the  devil 
would  decide  to  take  a holiday  the 
missionaries  would  be  able  to  take 
one,  too.  But  the  devil  never  takes  a 
holiday.  He  is  always  working  to 
steal  souls  from  God;  so  the  mis- 
sionaries, whose  duty  it  is  to  protect 
those  souls  from  the  devil,  cannot 
afford  to  neglect  their  work  to  enjoy 
a holiday.  They  would  be  very 
happy,  though,  if  they  knew  that  you 
continued  to  remember  them  in  your 
prayers,  work  and  play  during  your 
holidays. 

God  bless  you,  dear  Biuls. 

Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 


“To  strew  flowers  is  the  only  means  of  proving  my  love,  and  these 
flowers  will  be  each  word  and  look,  each  little  daily  sacrifice.” 

— The  Little  Flower. 
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Dear  Father  Jim : 

/ would  like  to  he  a little  Rose  Bud. 
W ould  you  please  send  me  a mite  box 
to  save  my  money  in. 

Yours  truly, 

Alan  M.  Burns, 

485  High  St., 
Moncton,  N.B. 

Dear  Alan: 

Joining  the  Rose  Garden  is  a fine 
way  to  help  the  Missions.  All  you 
have  to  do  is  live  up  to  the  rules  and 
you  will  become  a real  co-missioner 
to  our  priests  in  China,  Japan  and  in 
Santo  Domingo.  They  count  on  the 
Rose  Buds  a great  deal,  so  don’t  let 
them  down,  will  you? 

I am  sending  you  your  mite  box 
and  by  your  sacrifices  I’m  sure  you 
will  do  big  things  for  souls.  God 
bless  you. 

Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim, 

My  sister  is  a member  oj  the  Rose 
Garden  and  is  saving  stamps  to  send 
you.  We  both  say  three  Hail  Marys’s 
for  all  the  missionaries  every  morn- 
ing and  night. 


May  I join  the  ^Mittle  Flower’s  Rose 
Garden”  too?  Please  send  me  a mem- 
bership card  and  a mite  box. 

1 would  like  very  much  to  have  pen 
pals  from  all  over  the  world.  I am 
fourteen  years  old. 

Herbert  Canners, 
Fisher  Branch,  Man. 


Dear  Herbert, 

Welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden.  I 
hope  you  will  enjoy  working  and 
praying  for  the  missions.  Souls  are 
going  to  be  saved  because  of  your 
sacrifices  and  prayers,  Herbert,  and 
that  means  many  many  graces  to  help 
you  through  life  and  into  heaven. 

Tell  Clara  that  I’m  glad  her  good 
example  has  encouraged  you  to  be- 
come a Bud  too.  Now  maybe  you 
can  get  us  another  one.  There  is 
always  room  in  our  Garden  for  more 
flowers  of  sacrifice.  I know  that  our 
Blessed  Lord  will  reward  you  with 
many  blessings  for  your  missionary 
work. 

Keep  up  the  three  Hail  Mary’s  that 
is  a wonderful  help.  We  need  Our 
Lady  to  protect  our  priests  in  troubled 
China. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


Page  Twenty-Six 


SCARBORO 


Dear  Father  Jim, 

May  I please  be  a member  of  the 
Rose  Garden?  I go  to  St.  Mary's 
school.  St.  Anne  is  one  of  my  patron 
saints.  I have  some  stamps  which  / 
will  send  you.  Would  you  send  me  a 
mite  box  and  I will  pray  for  you. 

Anne  Marie  Quinlan, 

54  Alfred  St., 
Brantford,  Ont. 

Dear  Anne  Marie, 

By  all  means  you  may  join  the  Rose 
Garden.  Our  priests  in  China  and 
Japan  depend  on  the  prayers  and 
good  works  of  the  members  of  the 
Rose  Garden.  You  see  Anne  Marie, 
they  know  that  Our  Lord  will  listen 
to  the  prayers  of  a child  like  a loving 
father.  If  you  ask  our  Lord  to  pro- 
tect our  missions,  they  feel  quite  safe. 
See  what  a big  help  you  can  be?  You 
can  be  sure  of  many  blessings  in  your 
own  life  too. 

I am  sending  you  the  mite  box  you 
asked  about,  and  keep  up  those 
prayers  to  St.  Anne.  We  have  a mis- 
sion in  China  under  St.  Anne’s  care. 
Ask  her  to  protect  it  always,  and  keep 
up  the  good  work. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

We  wish  to  congratulate  the  Buds 
of  St.  Andrew’s  Parochial  School, 
Eastern  Passage,  Halifax,  on  their 
generous  response  to  the  Mite  Box 
appeal.  Thank  you.  Buds,  for  the 
sum  of  $22.00  you  sent  to  Father 
Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim : 

I would  like  very  much  to  be  a 
Bud  in  the  Little  Flower's  Rose 
Garden.  Would  you  please  enrol  me 
as  a member  and  also  send  me  a Mite 
Box  as  I would  like  to  help  the 
Missions  by  saving  my  pennies.  I am 
eight  years  old  and  in  Grade  3 at 
school. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Diane  Marshall, 
Kemptville,  Ont. 


Dear  Diane: 

Your  letter  was  indeed  a pleasant 
surprise.  Not  only  do  you  wish  to 
be  a Rose  Bud,  hut  you  tell  me  you 
want  to  be  a “worthwhile”  member. 
The  best  way  is  to  be  faithful  to  the 
rules  and  say  all  the  prayers  of  the 
Rose  Garden  every  single  day,  with- 
out fail.  Sometimes  we  find  it  isn’t 
too  easy  to  stay  at  a thing  and  that 
is  a good  way  to  assure  yourself  of 
being  a worthwhile  member,  STICK 
TO  IT. 

You  will  find  much  satisfaction  in 
knowing  that  your  prayers  and  good 
works  are  going  to  help  the  girls  and 
boys  in  far  off  China  and  Japan. 

You  are  now  enrolled  as  a Bud  and 
I hope  you  will  be  happy  with  us.  See 
if  you  can  get  some  of  your  friends 
at  school  to  join  the  Rose  Garden 
too. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


We  could  give  the  title  "A  Boy  with  his  Dog" 
to  this  picture.  The  boy  is  Alfred  Currier, 
St.  Andrews  West,  Ont.  We  do  not  know  the 
dog's  name.  Alfred  is  a zealous  stamp 
Collector  for  Scarboro. 
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New  Members  and  Pen  Pals 


MONTREAI.,  QUE. 

Barrett,  Joan,  17,  3460  Patricia  Ave. ; 
Bergeron,  Jeannine,  15,  2059  St.  Antoine 
St. ; Charlebois  Geoffrey,  9,  4864  Gros- 
venor  Ave. ; Dawson,  Theresa,  17,  98 
Rielle  Ave.,  Verdun,  Montreal  19;  Dris- 
coll, Betty,  15,  5630  Waverly  St. ; Enright, 
Hildegarde,  17,  3668  Drolet  St. ; Gallagher, 
Joan,  13,  6567  Park  Ave, ; Grennan,  Ger- 
aldine, 15,  5843  Park  Ave. ; Huckle,  Sheila, 
13,  2301  Grand  Prunk  St.,  Pt.  St.  Charles; 
Jarrett,  Margaret,  10,  1225  Island  St. ; 
Maher,  Joan,  14,  5816  Esplanade  Ave. ; 
Maher,  Dorothy,  16,  5816  Esplanade  Ave. ; 
McDonald,  Nora,  15,  5659  St.  Urbain  St. 
BEEEE  ISLAND,  NEED. 

Stoyles,  Delores,  11,  Main  St. 

BISHOP’S  FALLS,  NFLD. 
Bouzane,  Bernice,  11,  56  Mill  Rd. 

BOTWOOD,  NFLD. 

Parsley,  Madeline,  10,  Box  10. 

SOUTH  BRANCH,  KENT  COUNTY,  N.B. 
Harnett,  Emma,  12. 

SOUTH  NELSON,  N.B. 

Woods,  Anna,  13. 

WEST  ST.  JOHN,  N.B. 

Lenihan,  Corinne,  11,  406  Lancaster  St, ; 
Lenihan,  Jean,  17,  406  Lancaster  St. ; 

McLaughlin,  Eileen,  10,  410  Lancaster  St. ; 
McLaughlin,  Faye,  10,  9 Pleasant  St. 
CHARLOTTETOWN,  P.E.I. 

Bell,  Sue,  14,  267  Dorchester  St. ; De- 
Coste,  Joan,  16,  34  Upper  Queen  St. 
HUNTER  RIVER,  P.E.I. 
McGuigan,  Marie,  8. 

SASKATOON,  SASK. 

Cronin,  Sheila,  14,  337  Ave  O.  South, 
ELGIN,  ONT. 

Hamilton,  Sheila,  14. 

ENTERPRISE,  ONT. 

Breen,  Patricia,  15;  Murphy,  Mary,  15. 

EUGENIA,  ONT. 

Haley,  Elizabeth,  13. 

FORT  ERIE,  ONT. 

Zahn,  Mary  and  Billy,  11  and  11,  Box 
275. 

FORT  WILLIAM,  ONT. 

Caron,  Evelyn,  Geraldine,  9,  1012  Ed- 
ward St.;  Kassten,  Shirley,  14,  739  Simp- 
son St. ; LeMary,  Marguerite,  8,  231  N. 
Brodie  St. ; Potvin,  Alice,  12,  General  De- 
livery; Witzell,  Cecile,  10,  261  West  Fran- 
cis St. 

FRANKVIL,  ONT. 

McCarthy,  Kathryn,  15. 

FREEMAN,  ONT. 

Carroll,  Mary,  15,  R.R.  No.  2. 

GALT,  ONT. 

Eitel,  Margaret,  16,  140  Wellington  St. ; 
O’Grady,  Therese,  15,  15  Aberdeen  Road  S. 
LONSDALE,  ONTARIO 
Corrigan,  Mary,  15;  McAuliffe,  Anne, 
17;  McAuliffe^  Theresa,  16;  McAvoy,  Jane, 
14;  O’Neill,  John,  12. 

NEW  LOWELL,  ONTARIO 
Dumond,  Dorothy,  15 ; McCarthy, 
Patricia,  17. 

SAULT  STE.  MARIE,  ONTARIO 
Giddings,  Betty  Zoe,  12,  17  Second  St. 


SHARP  CORNERS,  ONTARIO 
Jordan,  Monica,  15,  Rosemary,  17, 
Theresa,  15;  Wringe,  Mary,  16. 

SIMCOE,  ONTARIO 
Kelley,  Helen,  12,  R.R.  3;  Kelly,  Mary, 
14,  204  Talbot  St.  N. 

SMITH’S  FALLS,  ONTARIO 
Brennan,  Alice,  12,  c/o  W.  H.  Baker. 

SPRUCE  HEDGE,  ONTARIO 
McNulty,  Ruby,  13. 

STOCO,  ONTARIO 

Cassidy,  Theresa,  15;  Mulroney,  Nor- 
een,  14;  Rush,  Doris,  11. 

STONEY  CREEK,  ONTARIO 
Hurley,  Patrick,  11,  7 Warderope  Ave. 

SUDBURY,  ONT. 

Belfry,  Eddie,  8,  Box  263;  Belfry,  Mar- 
garet, 11,  Box  263. 

TAMWORTH,  ONTARIO 
Sconlin,  Mary,  15. 

TECUMSEH,  ONTARIO 
Bacon,  Marguerite,  9,  130  St.  Jacquer 
St. ; Campeau,  Therese,  12,  431  Tecumseh 
Rd. ; Dumontier,  Gloria,  9 ; Gouin,  Anita, 
11,  Yvonne,  13,  R.R.  2;  Labute,  Marvin, 
10 ; Lafaret,  Roland,  9,  37  Lesperance  Rd. ; 
Parent,  Annette,  12,  321  St.  Anne  St. ; 
Parent,  Lucille,  10,  Box  134;  Pitre,  Helen, 
10,  53  Sheuonne  Rd. 

THOMASBURG,  ONTARIO 
Baskey,  Raymond,  13;  Squier,  John 
Paul,  14. 

NOT  LISTED  ACCORDING  TO  CITIES 
Gerald  White,  108  Bromley  Ave.,  Monc- 
ton, N.B.,  age  9 yrs. ; Anne  Thomey,  St. 
Michael’s  College,  St.  George’s,  Newfound- 
land, age  14  yrs. ; Samuel  'Tersigni,  46 
Morris  St.,  Guelph,  Ont.,  age  10  yrs.; 
Patricia  Timothy,  3168  Peter  St.,  Windsor, 
Ont.,  age  9 yrs. 


Two  more  stamp  collectors  for  Scarboro  are 
Ruth  and  Kelvin  Maloney,  St.  Andrews,  West, 
Ont. 
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Anecdotes  from  the  History  and  Customs  of  Mission  Lands 
interspersed  with  Current  Topics  and  Facts. 


Dominican  Republic 

The  custom  of  Family  Prayer  is 
one  of  long  standing  among  the 
hetter  Catholic  families  of  the 
Dominican  Republic.  Each  night  the 
parents  and  their  children  kneel 
before  an  image  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  a candle  is  lighted  and 
evening  prayers  are  said.  At  the 
conclusion  of  the  prayers  each  child 
requests  a blessing  from  both 
parents.  The  form  of  the  blessing 
reads.  “God  bless  you  and  preserve 
you  from  all  evil.” 

* * 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  last 
century  workmen  making  repairs  in 
the  Cathedral  of  St.  Mary  Minor, 
Trujillo  City,  Dominican  Republic, 
discovered  a leaden  casket  contain- 
ing human  remains.  On  the  casket 
were  written  the  words : “Christopher 
Columbus.”  This  discovery  settled 
the  argument  surrounding  the  where- 
abouts of  the  great  explorer’s  mortal 
remains.  Hitherto,  Spain  had  laid 
claim  to  the  body,  asserting  that  it 
had  been  removed  from  Cubato 
Sevilla  at  the  time  of  the  French  con- 
quest of  the  country.  It  appears,  that 
under  the  stress  of  inpending  in- 
vasion, an  error  was  made  and  the 
body  that  was  removed  was  that  of 
a nephew  of  Columbus  and  not  the 
remains  of  the  explorer  himself. 

o 

Japan 

A million  dollar  company  has  just 
launched  a new  project  to  develop 
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electric  power  by  the  use  of  volcanic 
heat.  The  site  of  the  works  will  be 
in  Nagomi  village,  Kyusyu.  Mount 
Unzen,  in  our  Scarboro  district  of 
Shimabara,  is  another  possible  site  if 
the  present  project  proves  successful. 
* * * 

Stranger  than  fiction.  Father 
Carey,  S.F.M.,  writes:  “Regularly 
every  Tuesday  for  about  two  months 
there  was  an  earthquake,  or  at  least 
a tremor,  felt  in  the  Tokyo  region. 
That  was  while  Father  James  Mac- 
intosh was  here.  When  he  went  to 
Shimabara  we  had  our  first  earth- 
quake-free Tuesday.” 

o 

China 

Recent  news  from  various  parts  of 
China  tells  that  the  Chinese  people  are 
faced  with  what  threatens  to  be  the 
worst  famine  in  their  history. 
Official  announcements  from  various 
provinces  confirm  that  the  death  toll 
is  likely  to  exceed  that  of  1879,  when 
more  than  nine  million  people  perish- 
ed from  starvation. 


YOUR  WILL  It  is  never  too 

late  to  do 
good.  See  that  your  Will  is 
properly  made,  and  that  it  includes 
a remembrance  for  the  Missions. 
Our  legal  title  is:  SCARBORO 
FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 


SCARBORO 


Is  a blind,  pleasure-mad  generation  destroying  the  soul  of 
America  ? 

Is  the  day  of  Divine  retribution  at  hand? 

Read  the  answers  in  the  FATIMA  BOOK  of  1950. 

"FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE" 

by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath  P.A.,  S.F.M. 

Foreword  by  Rev.  Jos.  M.  Gillis  C.S.P. 

$1.00  Postpaid 

For  two-and-a-half  years  Monsignor  McGrath  has  directed 
the  Pilgrim  tour  in  forty-two  states,  and  sixty  Dioceses  of  the  United 
States.  His  experience  lends  weight  to  his  grim  appraisal  of  moral 
conditions  ‘‘unparalleled  since  Sodom  and  Gomorrah”,  and  his 
urgent  insistence  that  we  have  so  little  time. 

Send  your  orders  to: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 
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YOU  CAN’T 
STOP  GROWTH 

If  you  plant  a tree,  and  its  roots 
catch,  life  develops  in  that 
tree,  W ith  that  life  comes 
GROWTH.  You  cannot  stop 
that  growth  unless  you  kill  the 
tree,  for  the  quality  of  life  is  to 
grow.  In  thirty-two  years  the 
sapling  you  planted  becomes  a 
mighty  giant.  Its  groivth  de- 
mands more  space.  Deny  it  that 
space  and  the  tree  becomes 
stunted. 


32  YEARS  AGO  THE  SCARBORO 
FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
WAS  A SEEDLING 


A small  house  in  Almonte,  Ont., 
served  its  needs.  That  seedling 
found  life.  It  grew  and  was  trans- 
planted to  larger  quarters  at 
Scarhoro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 

But  the  life  in  that  seedling  is  so 
great  that  its  growth  now  demands 
greater  space! 

You  can 

1.  Help  the  Scarhoro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  huild  a NEW 
SEMINARY  THIS  YEAR. 

2,  Prevent  its  future  growth 
being  stunted. 

Address  all  contributions  and  enquiries  to: 
THE  VERY  REVEREND  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada) 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowl- 
edged by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be 
used  in  computing  Income  Tax  Deductions 
for  contributions  made  to  a charitable 


cause. 
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jlarboro  Bluffs,  Ont 


Bishop  Turner 
OF  LISHUI 

Asks  Your  Prayers 


It  is  a DRIVE  in  the  RIGHT  DIRECTION  when  you  AIM  at  helping 
COMPLETE  a Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

BURSE 


A Burse  is  a steady  means  of  helping 
educate  young  men  for  the  Missionary 
Priesthood. 


$5,000.00  ESTABLISHES  A BURSE 

Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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EDITORIAL 


Is  This  Freedom? 

WE  won  the  war!  Two  atomic  blasts  on  Japan 
brought  a halt  to  hostilities.  We  gave  that  country 
a “new  order” — Democracy  with  its  inherent  poten- 
tiality of  establishing  the  principles  of  the  four  freedoms. 

The  “new  order”  in  Japan  introduced  these  freedoms 
to  the  native  Japanese;  but  it  also  extended  them  to  the 
foreign  propagandists.  It  admitted  the  principle  of  free- 
dom of  religion;  but  by  the  same  token  it  did  not  dis- 
criminate against  the  doctrine  of  false  prophets.  It 
permitted  the  unhampered  circulation  of  the  teachings  of 
Christ,  but  it  sanctioned,  too,  doctrines  opposing  them. 
One  such  doctrine  is  that  of  Birth  Control. 

The  Vital  Statistics  for  the  year  1949,  released  by  the 
Japanese  Welfare  Ministry,  notes  an  increase  in  population 
for  that  year  of  two  million.  Western  influence  is  wit- 
nessed in  the  proposals  being  made  to  remedy  over- 
population. 

The  influential  and  widely  read  daily,  Mainichi,  said: 
“It  is  necessary  that  the  government,  as  well  as  teachers 
and  doctors,  should  make  greater  effort  to  teach  the  people 
the  necessity  of  Birth  Control  and  to  popularize  its  methods.” 
A well-known  Japanese  professor  proposes  that  “a 
nominal  tax  on  every  child  in  a family  of  more  than  three 
children  would  be  a good  government  measure  to  en- 
courage birth  control.  It  would  have  the  effect  of  a smybol 
of  government  policy  in  the  eyes  of  the  Japanese  people.” 
The  loss  of  innocent  human  life  at  Hiroshima  and  Naga- 
saki was  appalling;  yet  last  year  abortions  in  Japan, 
effected  by  registered  obstetricians,  caused  more  innocent 
deaths  than  those  two  atomic  blasts.  • 

Aiding  and  abetting  this  propaganda  in  favour  of  Birth 
Control  are  its  disciples  from  the  West.  They  are  in  Japan 
for  the  expressed  purpose  ®f  teaching  the  people  the  fine 
art  of  murdering  the  unborn  child.  Is  this  the  “freedom” 
we  have  given  the  Japanese  people?  Is  this  the  expression 
of  democracy  in  action? 

In  Japan,  as  elsewhere  in  the  world,  the  Church  must 
oppose  the  sinful  taking  of  human  life.  The  specious 
arguments  advanced  by  the  birth-controllers  that  the  earth 
is  too  small  and  too  unproductive  to  maintain  an  increased 
population  must  not  be  allowed  to  replace  the  Divine  Law. 


THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  established  1919,  is  the  official  organ  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario,  Canada,  and  published  by  Ecclesias- 
tical authority.  It  is  authorized  as  second  class  mail  by  the  Post  Office  Dept.,  Ottawa, 
Canada.  Published  monthly,  September  to  June;  bi-monthly,  July-August.  Subscription 
rates:  $1.00  a year;  .$20.00  for  life.  Address  all  communications  to:  Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid, 
S.P.M.,  Superior  General,  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Printed  by  Garden  City  Press  Co-Operative,  Toronto  1,  Ont.  VOL.  XXXI,  No.  S.  \2 
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ONE  SIDE  OF  THE  PICTURE 

by  a Sister  in  China 


Their  daily  life,  made  up  of  prayer,  caring  for  the  ill,  hiding  in 
an  air-raid  shelter,  and  thinking  of  you,  their  friends  at  home,  is 
never  boring. 


Mail  is  fast  these  days,  so  we 
have  every  reason  to  hope 
that  this  letter  will  make  the 
grade.  To-day  a letter  came,  only 
eleven  days  from  Nova  Scotia;  that 
beats  all  records.  We  have  reason  to 
believe  that  all  letters  do  not  reach  us, 
but  we  are  grateful  that  any  at  all  do. 

Everything  is  as  usual  on  our  side 
of  the  globe,  and  life  is  really  very 
peaceful  — except  for  the  odd  air 
raid.  We  made  our  retreat  during 
the  New  Year  lull.  All  three  com- 
munities did  their  praying  at  the  same 
tim^.  It  was  not  possible,  nor  feasible, 
to  have  a common  retreat,  so  we  each 
had  our  own.  The  retreat  master  was 
most  generous  and  gave  us  a full-time 
retreat  even  though  he  was  otherwise 
busy,  and  we  were  only  two.  Our 
Catechist  took  care  of  the  very  ill 
patients,  so  we  were  not  disturbed. 
Even  our  air  visitors  gave  us  a rest 
and  came  only  once  during  those  very 
precious  days. 

Yes,  we  are  back  to  the  “ching  pao” 
(air  alarm)  days  again.  They  are  not 
too  had.  The  former  shelter  is  still  a 
good  refuge  and  we  always  manage 
to  make  it  on  time.  The  alarm  system 
is  not  nearly  so  good  as  in  the  old 
days,  so  that  planes  are  always  well 
overhead  before  we  are  aware  of 
them.  We  have  not  forgotten  our 
A.R.P.  (Air  Raid  Precaution)  so  we 
make  tracks  fast.  None  of  our  other 
missions  is  being  bothered.  Poor 
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Ningpo  has  had  its  bitter  share  and 
the  mission  did  not  escape. 

We  had  a letter  from  the  Bishop. 
He  was  on  the  eve  of  setting  out  for 
a long  bicycle  ride  to  . . . This  is 
his  first  trip  in  months  and  the  change 
will  do  him  a world  of  good.  He 
will  be  a tired  man  if  he  tries  to  make 
the  whole  eighty  miles  to  ...  in  one 
day  by  bicycle.  It  seems  to  be  im- 
possible for  him  to  get  a pass  to  visit 
us.  We  have  not  been  to  see  him 
since  his  installation,  but  we  hear 
from  the  Sisters  quite  frequently. 

As  usual  the  Sisters  are  very  busy. 
Their  hospital  and  clinic  are  running 
smoothly.  One  of  the  priests  is  still 
detained  in  his  mission  and  will  be  as 
long  as  the  “powers-that-be”  wish  to 
hold  him.  But  he  does  not  seem  to 
mind.  He  is,  in  fact,  quite  happy.  It 
is  fortunate  that  he  is  still  free  to 
carry  on  his  work  within  the  confines 
of  the  compound,  although  he  is  for- 
bidden to  go  beyond  the  gate.  He  is 
perhaps  better  off  than  he  would  be  at 
home,  for  his  mission  has  “guests”. 

One  Father  obtained  permission  to 
visit  an  outside  mission  and  was  giv- 
en a three-day  pass.  “They”  have 
loosened  up  a great  deal  lately  and 
are  puite  friendly  now.  Of  course, 
they  haven’t  bothered  us  much  at  any 
time.  They  just  sort  of  kept  their 
distance  until  recently  when  they  have 
come  to  the  point  of  being  friendly. 
We  have  them  daily  in  the  clinic  and 
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I think  they  see  that  we  have  no  evil 
designs  on  the  Good  Earth. 

Our  clinic  is  a busy  spot.  We  now 
register  up  to  420  patients  daily.  This 
leaves  us  few  moments  to  spare. 
Keeping  the  medicine  chest  supplied 
is  a full-time  job  in  itself.  The  drug- 
gists give  us  their  smartest  smiles, 
for  we  are  their  best  customers.  Medi- 
cine is  very  expensive  and,  since  the 
blockade  has  been  tightened,  not  so 
easy  to  get.  A priest  on  our  staff 
has  charge  of  the  eye  and  ear  depart- 
ment. He  has  a full  session  every 
morning.  We  have  four  nursettes  and 
girl  to  register  the  patients.  The  two 
catechists  are  in  the  clinic  all  morn- 
ing and  give  classes  in  doctrine  all 
during  the  clinic  hours. 

Sick  calls  are  quite  numerous,  and 
we  are  caring  for  the  poor  refugees. 


These  people  live  in  huts  outside  the 
city  and  their  condition  is  truly  des- 
perate. Of  late  we  have  been  going 
out  into  the  country.  These  visits 
were  curtailed  after  Liberation,  but 
we  are  free  to  go  again.  Actually,  we 
have  more  freedom  than  the  Fathers 
as  the  officials  seem  to  think  the 
Sisters  are  more  useful  to  the  people. 
We  are  often  amused  at  their  com- 
ments. 

Letters  from  friends  at  home  are 
always  welcome.  We  remember  you 
in  our  prayers  and  are  certain  that 
you,  our  friends,  do  not  forget  us. 

Eidtor’s  note:  For  the  protection 
of  persons  concerned  proper 
names  of  priests,  Sisters,  their 
associates  and  places  in  China 
have  been  deleted  from  this 
article. 


Twelve  Sisters  of 
the  Immaculate 
Conception,  from 
Pembroke,  Ont.,  are 
working  with  the 
Scarboro  Fathers 
in  the  Diocese  of 
Lishui,  China. 


A Sister  in  China 
renders  first  aid  to 
a prisoner.  Note 
the  chains  attached 
to  the  patient  and 
to  the  two  men 
in  the  background, 
also  prisoners. 


“Life  well  employed  consists  in  this:  a faithful  correspondence  to  grace, 
and  a good  use  of  the  talents  given.” — Blessed  Theophane  Venard. 
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The  cathedral  was  filled  and  thousands  stood  outside  in  the  large  park 
on  Marine  Square’* 


Pilgrim  Virgin’s  Triumphant 

Entry  into  Port-nf-Spain 


For  the  first  time  since  its  arrival 
in  Santo  Domingo,  June  6th,  1948, 
the  “Pilgrim  Statue  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima”  was  taken  aboard  a plane. 
On  the  evening  of  February  25th,  we 
waved  goodbye  to  our  priests  and 
good  old  Santo  Domingo  as  the 
Pan-American  plane  took  to  the  air 
and  headed  out  over  the  blue  Car- 
ribean  Sea,  Trinidad-bound. 

I had  some  time  for  reflection 
looking  out  on  the  fleecy  white 
clouds  below.  Wonderment  at  the 
mighty  ways  of  God’s  designs. 
Wonderment  at  what  lies  ahead  as 
Our  Lady  continues  Her  mission  of 
love.  Joy  at  Her  motherly  concern 
and  eagerness  to  draw  all  hearts  to 
the  security  of  their  salvation  in  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Her  Divine  Son 
through  Her  own  Immaculate  Heart. 

A little  after  1 p.m.  the  beautiful 
island  (a  veritable  paradise,  this)  of 
Trinidad  was  sighted.  To  reach  the 
airport  we  passed  over  the  capital 
city  of  Port-of-Spain.  What  a 
beautiful  sight  on  such  a sunlit  day! 
The  boats  lying  peacefully  in  the 
harbour  below.  The  plane  landed 
safely  and  I disembarked  first 
with  Our  Lady’s  statue  in  my  arms, 
just  as  I had  carried  it  nearly  10,000 
miles  before,  from  Lisbon  to  Rome  to 
London,  on  to  Ireland  and  then  a 
stop-over  in  Montreal  on  the  way  to 
New  York,  on  to  Miami,  Florida,  and 
from  there  to  Cuidad  Trujillo, 
Dominican  Republic. 

Archbishop  Finbar  Ryan,  the 
head  of  this  tropical  Archdiocese 
which  includes  a number  of  islands. 


The  following  letter  from 
Father  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M., 
tells  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin’s 
enthusiastic  welcome  on  the  first 
stop  of  the  Central  and  South 
American  Pilgrimage. 


was  the  first  to  greet  me.  He 
has  written  a book  on  Fatima. 
He  is  an  ascetical-looking  man 
with  genuine  love  ' and  kindness 
in  his  eyes.  Then  my  gaze  took  in 
the  very  large  crowd  that  stood  back 
of  him — some  twenty  priests  of  the 
Order  of  St.  Dominic,  many  semi- 
narians, Sisters,  and  flower-girls 
along  with  hundreds  of  people.  All 
had  come  fifteen  miles  to  the  airport 
to  give  a first  welcome  as  Our  Lady’s 
Pilgrim  Statue  was  carried  from  the 
plane  on  to  Trinidad  soil.  What 
eagerness,  reverence,  faith  and  silence 
was  written  in  the  eyes  of  all!  Nearly 
all  the  Consuls  representing  the 
Latin-American  countries  were  pre- 
sent and  I was  introduced  to  each 
one  in  turn. 

A procession  was  formed  and  dur- 
ing the  throwing  of  flower  petals  by 
the  flower-girls  and  the  singing  of  a 
hymn  to  Our  Lady  the  statue  was 
carried  to  a waiting  truck  to  be 
carried  the  fifteen  miles  to  Port-of- 
Spain;  a hundred  cars  followed.  An 
open  car  with  Boy  Scouts  and  their 
flags  led  the  way,  and  directly  be- 
hind the  truck  carrying  the  statue  an 
open  car  carrying  Girl  Guides  from 
St.  Joseph’s  Academy,  waving  their 
flags.  Then  followed  the  Archbishop’s 
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The  Pilgrim  Virgin  begins  her  triumphant  procession  from  the  airport  into  Port-of-Spain,  Trinidad, 
a distance  of  fifteen  miles.  The  priest  in  the  foreground  is  Rev.  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M.,  v/ho 

is  directing  the  Pilgrimage. 


car  and  the  remainder  of  the  caval- 
cade. People  of  all  the  many  nation- 
alities inhabiting  this  island  were  out 
to  view  this  procession.  The  statue 
was  brought  to  a prepared  shrine  in 
Sacred  Heart  Church,  and  2 hours 
later,  at  5 p.m.,  was  carried  on  the 
shoulders  of  four  men  to  the 
Cathedral  in  one  of  the  best  organiz- 
ed processions  I have  seen  in  a long 
time.  It  must  have  been  a mile 
through  the  city  streets  to  the 
Cathedral,  and  loud-speakers  were 
calling  out  the  Rosary  and  hymns  of 
Our  Lady  filled  the  peaceful  city 
atmosphere  from  12,000  delighted 
hearts. 

The  Cathedral  was  filled  and  thou- 
sands stood  outside  in  the  large  park 
on  Marine  Square,  directly  in  front 
of  the  beautiful  old  Cathedral.  Arch- 
bishop Ryan  crowned  Our  Lady’s 


Statue  and  gave  his  words  of  wel- 
come. This  good  Archbishop,  a 
member  of  the  Irish  Dominicans,  has 
been  here  twelve  years.  He  first  asked 
for  the  “Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue” 
which  came  to  the  North  American 
Continent  and  made  its  first  appear- 
ance in  Ottawa,  19th  of  October, 
1947.  He  was  informed  about  the 
third  world  “Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue” 
which  was  to  go  first  to  the 
Dominican  Republic,  and  then  would 
make  its  way  to  the  islands.  South 
and  Central  America,  and  Mexico. 
At  once  he  asked  that  this  one  come 
to  his  Archdiocese.  All  indications 
are,  from  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
priests,  the  Religious  Communities  of 
women,  and  the  people.  Catholic  and 
non-Catholic,  that  the  stay  here  will 
be  a triumph  for  Our  Lady’s 
Immaculate  Heart. 
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The  Prodigal 
Children 

By 

R.  J.  Pelow 

S.F.M. 


A Thouglit  for  September 


Every  so  often  we  read  exasperated  charges  about  the  refusal  of  the  Church 
to  cooperate  with  non-Catholic  persuasions,  as  they  call  themselves.  The 
Church  is  denounced  roundly  for  its  uncompromising  attitude.  The 
world  needs  unity  and  here  is  the  Catholic  Church  obstinately  refusing  to  “get 
together”  with  the  separated  brethren.  Protestants  wonder  why  the  Church  is 
“so  difficult”.  If  they  are  interested,  they  can  easily  discover  the  reason. 

Truth  happens  to  be  one  and  Catholic  principles  are  based  on  truth. 
Consequently  there  is  no  possibility  of  compromise  with  denominations  and 
doctrines  that  flatly  contradict  the  truth.  A few  examples  suffice  to  emphasize 
the  logic  of  our  attitude. 

The  Church  believes  that  Communism  is  basically  materialistic  and 
atheistic.  Christians  can’t  do  business  with  it.  Yet  regularly  Protestant 
ministerial  conventions  pass  resolutions  that  there  is  a way  of  compromise 
with  a system  which  teaches  religion  is  nothing  but  the  opium  of  the  people. 
Of  course,  the  Red  Dean  of  Canterbury  has  a better  solution — let’s  all  become 
Communists. 

The  Church  is  opposed  to  murder.  Yet  many  non-Catholic  ministers  have 
advoeated  euthanasia — ^the  fancy  term  for  mercy  killing. 

The  Church  objects  vehemently  to  the  circulation  of  obscene  books  and 
magazines.  Some  time  ago  five  Protestant  bishops  in  the  United  States  were 
part  of  a committee  defending  the  right  of  publishers  to  disseminate  literature 
featuring  crime,  lust  and  bloodshed. 

The  Chureh  has  definite  views  on  divorce  and  protests  anyone  tampering 
with  the  law  of  God  to  make  it  fit  in  with  the  current  loose  views  on  marriage. 
When  a non-Catholic  religious  leader  expresses  the  same  views  the  news  is 
almost  sensational. 

It  is  with  good  reason  that  the  Church  prays  in  the  Act  of  Consecration 
to  the  Sacred  Heart:  “Be  Thou  King,  0 Lord  not  only  of  the  faithful  who 
have  never  forsaken  Thee,  but  also  of  the  prodigal  children  who  have 
abandoned  Thee;  grant  that  they  may  quickly  return  to  their  Father’s  house 
lest  they  die  of  wretchedness  and  hunger  . . . so  that  soon  there  may  be  but 
one  flock  and  one  Shepherd.” 
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statue  of 

The  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima 

This  Statue,  produced  in  Canada,  is  a true 
likeness  of  the  now  famous  Pilgrim  Virgin 
Statue  which  has  been  on  tour  throughout 
Canada  and  the  United  States  of  America  for 
more  than  two  years. 

Sizes  and  Prices 

14"  high  $ 4.00 

26"  high  20.00 

ORDER  FROM: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY,, 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONTARIO,  (CANADA). 

Sole  Distributors. 


FOR  HOME,  CLASSROOM  AND 
PRAYER  BOOK 

Beautiful  color  reproductions  of  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  of  Fatima. 

Pictures:  8^'  x 10"  ^ — suitable  for  framing. 

Single  copies:  25c;  Orders  of  five  or  more: 
20c  each.  Special  price  for  orders  of  100: 
^15.00. 

Cards — Prayer-book  size. 

Orders  of  100:  ^2.00. 


USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada) 


Enclosed  please  find  the  sum  of  $ 

for:  Statue (s)  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima,  size..^ 

Picture(s)  8"  x 10"  Cards  (Prayer-book  Size) 

Mail  this  order  to: 

NAME  


ADDRESS 
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A 

SPIRITUAL 

RENOVATION 

Reflections  on  the  re- 
birth of  the  Faith  in 
Santo  Domingo 

By  BASIL  KIRBY,  S.F.M. 


ONE  day  a man  named  Don 
Pedro  came  into  our  mission 
parish  - house.  He  was  a 
middle-aged  man  of  fairly  comfort- 
able means.  Without  wasting  any 
time  on  pleasantries  he  began  to  talk 
very  seriously. 

“Father”,  he  said,  “Pve  come  to 
talk  to  you  about  a lot  of  things.  As 
a last  resort  I have  come  to  get  God’s 
help.  I know  that  that  is  wrong  be- 
cause I should  have  asked  for  God’s 
help  all  through  my  life — but  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  I am  coming  here  be- 
cause I have  found  by  sad  experience 
that  nothing  else  can  help.  I really 
know  now.  Father,  that  I definitely 
need  God’s  help  in  my  difi&culties.” 

The  poor  man  was  more  serious 
than  at  any  time  in  his  life.  He  told 
me  in  great  detail  the  troubles  that 
had  come  into  his  life.  They  were 
family  troubles  that  can  and  do  come 
to  many,  many  people. 

“Now,  Father”,  he  said,  when  he 
had  finished  his  story,  “I  know  that 
I alone  have  been  almost  entirely  to 
blame,  so  don’t  spare  the  rod.  But 
please  tell  me  what  to  do.  I will  make 
a real  effort  to  follow  your  advice. 
I know  your  real  motive  in  coming 
here  was  to  help  people  just  like  me.” 
Our  Divine  Saviour  had  gone 
through  the  sufferings  of  His  Cruci- 


fixion and  only  then  had  He  been 
able  to  rise  in  all  His  Glory  from 
the  tomb.  Was  this  man  now  suffer- 
ing the  agonizing  difi&culties  of 
family  trouble^ — was  he  going  to 
place  his  hand  confidently  in  the 
hand  of  Christ — to  be  raised  up  to 
the  glory  and  the  unsurpassed  happi- 
ness of  a really  Christian  life,  in 
which  Our  Lord  is  the  Head  of  the 
household,  and  Our  Lady  is  the 
Queen?  Would  his  big  troubles  be- 
come small?  Would  the  heavy  bur- 
dens become  light,  because  He  who 
is  “meek  and  humble  of  heart”  would 
take  the  burden  on  Himself?  Would 
there  be  a real  change  in  this  man’s 
heart  and  in  his  home?  I felt  that 
this  change  would  take  place,  if  the 
man  only  had  enough  sense  to  learn 
from  his  mistakes  and  to  persevere 
in  his  presently  good  intentions.  He 
certainly  wouldn’t  find  it  easy;  the 
change  couldn’t  take  place  in  a day — 
all  of  us  find  it  a long  slow  process 
to  break  away  from  life-long  habits 
of  selfishness  and  pride.  Anyway,  I 
felt  that  it  had  been  worth  while 
talking  with  him.  Seeing  him  leave 
the  house  with  what  I considered  to 
be  a real  determined  decision  to  be 
a worth  while  Christian,  I felt  that 
it  would  take  more  than  a discourag- 
ing day  to  make  me  forget  the 
incident. 
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Poor  Don  Pedro  was  just  another 
case  of  a man  who  finally,  in  the 
midst  of  his  sufferings,  turns  to  God, 
and,  finding  the  answer,  goes  through 
a virtual  resurrection  in  this  life. 
These  had  been  so  numerous  since 
we  had  come  to  the  Dominican  Re- 
public. Whole  families  and  whole 
parishes  had  gone  through  this 
same  experience.  In  issue  after 
issue  of  the  Archbishop’s  weekly 
paper  there  were  stories  of  the 
spiritual  renovation  taking  place  all 
over  the  country. 

A parish  which  in  1944  had  only 
a handful  for  Mass  on  Sunday,  by 
1949  saw  35,000  Communions  dis- 
tributed in  the  course  of  the  year. 

A parish  which  in  the  course  of  a 
whole  generation  had  not  seen  one 
hundred  marriages  now  had  more 
than  a hundred  in  one  year. 


“We  would  fain  see  others 
perfect,  and  yet  our  own  faults 
we  amend  not.” — The  Imitation 
of  Christ. 


In  a parish  where  formerly  the 
priest  could  only  count  on  a few 
girls  and  women  to  help  in  cate- 
chetical instruction,  there  are  now 
over  forty  young  men  who  walk 
more  than  two  hours  to  Mass  each 
Sunday,  fasting,  so  that  they  can  re- 
ceive Holy  Communion  and  qualify 
to  be  catechists  by  attending  the 
special  classes  given  by  the  priest. 

A parish,  somewhat  cut  off  from 
the  rest  of  the  country  by  semi-arid 
prairie-lands  and  rugged  hills,  in 
which  the  people  lived  from  hand-to- 
mouth,  now  had  a flourishing  Credit 
Union  with  several  thousand  dollars 
on  hand  and  an  increasing  member- 
ship. This  Credit  Union  teaches  the 
brotherhood  of  Christ  in  a most  prac- 
tical way,  by  helping  the  needy  to 
get  on  their  feet. 

It  is  thoughts  like  these  that  make 
one  realize  that  something  has  been 


done  and  the  work  has  been  wortli 
while.  The  results  are  good,  there 
is  no  doubt  about  it,  but  the  impor- 
tant thing  is  not  what  has  been  done, 
but  what  remains  to  be  done.  To 
relax  now  would  be  fatal.  More 
missionaries  will  have  to  be  sent 
and  the  little  progress  that  has  been 
made  in  one  place  must  be  spread  to 
other  places  until  the  day  comes 
when  there  will  be  enough  native 
clergy  to  look  after  the  situation. 
Then  the  Scarboro  Fathers  will  go 
on  to  a new  district  to  face  a new 
task. 

The  greatest  single  element  in  the 
spiritual  downfall  of  the  Dominican 
Republic  was  the  lack  of  teachers  to 
spread  the  knowledge  of  Christian 
principles  and  the  lack  of  priests  to 
make  the  sacraments  available  to  the 
people.  Now  the  Archbishop  has  a 
Seminary  with  about  25  students  in 
philosophy  and  theology  and  about 
75  in  the  junior  Seminary.  This  is 
indeed  the  beginning  of  the  real 
answer  to  the  problem.  Presently,  2 
million  Catholics  are  served  by  30 
native  and  100  foreign  priests.  An 
impossible  job! 

By  jeep,  by  horse  and  on  foot,  our 
priests  must  continue  their  work  in 
the  tropical  land  of  the  Dominican 
Republic.  Through  our  benefactors’ 
prayers  and  alms  many  a Don  Pedro 
will  see  the  light;  he  will  have  a 
spiritual  resurrection  in  this  life,  to 
join  in  the  final  resurrection  with 
those  through  whose  generosity  this 
was  made  possible. 
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MIJKE  AGE  OGI  — %“r 

Bjf  Liieut."Col.  3M.  K.  Schiffman 


Friends  who  know  of  my  fan- 
collecting hobby  frequently  ask 
the  question,  “What  is  it  we  see 
on  the  top  of  newly-constructed 
buildings  that  resembles  a large, 
round  fan,  and  has  three  red  suns?” 
It  is  known  as  a “muneage  ogi”,  or  a 
fan  used  in  the  ceremony  for  setting 
up  the  framework  of  a building.  It 
originated  in  the  Tokugawa  era 
(1602-1867)  and  has  almost  passed 
into  oblivion,  although  in  some  of  the 
rural  areas  of  Chugeku  and  Si 
Shikoku  the  fan  is  still  placed  on  the 
framework  unaccompanied  by  the 
former  ceremony  of  propitiation. 

Reference  is  made  to  the  custom 
in  “Fans  of  Japan”,  by  Charlotte  M. 
Salway,  which  was  published  in 
London  in  1894.  The  passage  reads: 
“among  the  upper  classes  a cere- 
mony is  observed  in  connection  with 
the  setting  up  of  the  framework  of 
a new  house.  When  the  erection  is 
completed  the  workmen  raise  to  the 
roof  a long  white  pole  of  natural 
wood  on  which  three  standards,  con- 
sisting of  three  fans  each,  are  arrang- 
ed so  that  the  triple  fans  may  each 
form  a circle.  A metal  mirror  is  set 
either  in  the  centre  of  each  fan  circle 
or  hung  below;  just  beneath  these, 
hanging  on  the  rods,  are  three  long 
tresses  of  women’s  hair.” 

I found  another  reference  with  a 
more  modern  and  somewhat  different 
version  in  the  book  “Fans  of  the  Fan 
Shops”,  published  in  Kyoto  in  1917, 
and  written  by  a fan-maker,  Shinbe 
Miyawake.  He  speaks  of  the  “fan 
wheel”  and  describes  it  as  follows: 

“In  mediaeval  times,  there  was  a 
custom  in  which  a carpenter  ascended 
to  the  roof  with  a hemp  fibre,  which 
probably  might  symbolize  integrity 
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This  article  is  condensed  from 
the  Japanese  News.  The  author  is 
an  American  Army  officer  assign- 
ed to  GHQFEC,  Kure,  Japan.  He 
is  considered  an  authority  on 
Japanese  fans.  Three  years  ago 
he  began  a collection  of  fans 
which  today  is  considered  one  of 
the  largest  and  most  complete  in 
Japan. 


and  cleanliness  on  the  roof,  since 
fibre  is  straight  and  clean.  The  hemp  | 

fibre  was  tied  on  a pillar.  For  the  | 

purpose  of  making  the  decoration  i 

richer  a mirror  and  fan  would  be  j 
added,  and,  at  last,  the  fan  wheel  i 

might  have  been  invented.  As  for  the 
fan  wheel,  its  pole  is  made  of 
cypress  on  top  of  which  a mirror  is 
hung.  This  mirror  is  surrounded  by  | 
the  three  opened  fans.  Sometimes  | 

merely  three  fans  in  a circular  form  ,{ 

are  used  without  the  mirror.  The  i 

reason  for  using  this  round  form  is  an  ]| 

implication  of  good  luck.”  f 

On  the  wheel  fan  in  my  collection  !' 

are  painted  a crane,  a pine  tree,  and  j 

a single  red  sun  (ninomaru),  the  Ij 

symbol  of  Japan.  The  fan  used  at  |; 

present  is  made  from  three  white  fans  ij 

each  with  a red  sun  in  the  centre.  I 

They  are  opened  120  degrees  each  If 

and  tied  to  form  a perfect  circle.  It  | 

is  only  through  the  assistance  of  the  | 

Japanese  that  I have  been  able  to  in-  || 

vestigate  the  history  and  use  of  the  I 

fans  I have  collected.  I 

Among  the  many  legends  passed  on  j 
to  me  is  one  concerning  the  origin  of  | 
the  “muneage  ogi”.  Once,  so  the 
story  goes,  there  was  in  Kise  district  j 
a carpenter  who  tried  to  build  a j 

bridge  over  a river.  He  tried  many  j 
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times,  but  failed,  for  the  rain  washed 
away  the  bridge  before  it  was  com- 
pleted. He  became  more  and  more 
depressed.  To  add  to  his  frustration 
his  wife  took  ill  and  was  confined  to 
bed.  She  grew  worse  day  by  day. 
When  she  knew  her  end  was  drawing 
near  she  said  to  her  husband,  “when 
I die,  please  bury  me  under  the  bridge 
site  and  try  once  again  to  build  the 
bridge.” 

Soon  after  her  death  the  man  did 
as  his  wife  had  asked.  No  sooner 
was  the  bridge  completed  than  it  be- 
gan to  rain.  When,  after  several  days, 
the  rain  stopped,  the  carpenter  went  to 
see  the  bridge.  It  was  standing  there 
as  strong  as  ever!  But  his  wife’s 
tombstone  was  washed  away,  leaving 
her  body  exposed.  Her  black  hair 
firmly  entwined  a bridge  post  and  on 
her  face  there  was  a look  of  determin- 
ation to  save  the  bridge.  He  thanked 


his  dead  wife  for  saving  the  bridge 
and  prayed  for  the  repose  of  her  soul. 
He  made  the  following  dedication  to 
her  memory:  three  fans  to  symbolize 
the  three  attempts  he  had  made  to 
build  the  bridge ; black  hair,  or  hemp 
fibre,  to  symbolize  his  wife  who  sav- 
ed the  bridge;  a mirror,  or  comb,  to 
depict  that  which  a woman  loves 
most;  and  anis-wood  to  symbolize  a 
prayer  for  the  protection  of  the  gods 
in  building  a new  house. 


CHARITY 

The  boomerang  that  leaves  the 
hand 

Returns  to  it  again. 

So,  too,  the  Christlike  charity 
We  give  our  fellowmen. 

— H.  F.  X.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 
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AN  a spiritualistic  religion 
succeed  in  a materialistic 
world?  If  this  question 
were  asked  of  you  as  a Catholic, 
what  could  be  said?  The  first 
caution  concerns  the  very  way  in 
which  the  query  is  worded.  On  the 
face  of  it,  the  question  calls  for  a No. 

The  caution  concerns  the  implica- 
tion that  Catholicism  is  a spiritual- 
istic religion.  Now  what  does  this 
mean?  If  it  means  that  you  must 
defend  the  existence  of  a Supreme 
Being  Who  is  spiritual  in  nature,  if  it 
also  means  a defence  of  angels,  of  the 
spirituality  and  immortality  of  the 
soul,  then  Catholicism  is  “spiritual- 
istic”. BUT  BEWARE.  The  term 
“spiritualistic”  may  include  much 
more.  It  might  also  mean  seances, 
ectoplasm,  ouija  boards,  good-luck 
charms,  reading  tea  cups!  If  this  is 
what  the  questioner  has  in  mind,  you 
had  best  not  lump  all  of  these  under 
the  ample  cloak  of  “spiritualistic”! 
The  ejB&ciency  of  a crystal-ball  is  not 
on  a par  with  belief  in  the  immortal- 
ity of  the  soul.  Yet  the  example  is 
not  so  far-fetched  as  might  seem. 

Can  you  disclaim  all  responsibility 
for  the  crystal-ball  industry  and  yet 
defend  anything  “spiritualistic”?  The 
problem  is  the  one  which  is  concern- 
ed with  the  union  of  matter  and 
spirit.  If  your  religion  is  strictly 
spiritual,  and  this  world  is  strictly 
material,  it  is  going  to  be  a difficult 


thing  indeed  to  prove  the  adequacy  ‘ ; 
of  your  faith. 

The  second  inference  due  to  the  I 
manner  in  which  the  original  question 
is  posed  is  that  this  world  is 
“materialistic”.  Now  what  does  this 
mean?  Our  world  is  materialistic  in 
its  system  of  values,  admittedly.  We 
like  to  count,  to  number  things,  to 
weigh  and  measure.  But  does  that  i 
justify  the  unlimited  use  of  the  word 
“materialistic”?  True  we  recognize 
a materialistic  system  of  values,  but 
then  again  there  are  imponderables, 
things  which  cannot  be  weighed,  j 

measured,  counted.  In  this  latter  ■ 

category  we  would  place  a mother’s 
love.  No  needle  or  pointer  can  | 

measure  the  amount  of  a mother’s  j 

love.  And  yet  everybody  in  this  old  j 

world  of  ours  admits  of  this  factor,  | 

and  even  boasts  of  it.  Our  world  is  I 

not  totally  materialistic.  Only  one  I 

example  is  given  but  you  could  supply  i 

countless  others,  (^^o  can  measure  }| 

beauty?)  Our  world  then  is  partly  j 
materialistic,  and  partly  not. 

Similarly,  our  world  is  partly  I 

spiritualistic  and  partly  not.  It  is  not  I 

a world  of  ghosts,  spirits,  lepre-  !| 

chauns,  fairies,  wee-folk  or  zombies,  * 
but  neither  is  it  entirely  a world  of  | 
weights  and  measures.  The  whole  ! 
truth  is  perhaps  best  seen  in  the  very  | 
nature  of  man  himself,  who  is  partly  a | 
spirit  and  partly  a body.  To  cope  with 
this  world,  the  real  world,  you  must 
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also  have  a religion  which  is  partly 
spiritual  and  partly  material.  We  see 
how  this  can  be  in  the  Sacramental 
system,  especially  is  it  obvious  in  the 
case  of  Baptism. 

And  what  would  man  be  without  a 
body?  He  would  be  an  angel,  as 
Descartes  thought  or  at  least  implied 
he  was.  What  would  man  be  without 
a soul  or  spirit?  No  better  than  any 
brute  animal.  But  the  Scriptures  tell 
us  that  God  made  man  “ a little  less 
than  the  angels”,  that  is  with  a mind 
and  freewill  that  do  not  function 
naturally  without  being  joined  to  a 
body,  yet  which  have  the  power  to 
do  so.  And  it  was  to  the  level  of  man 
that  Christ  came  at  Christmas  time; 
He  did  not  assume  the  nature  of  an 

therefore  must 
not  confuse  matter  and  spirit.  But  at 
the  same  time  it  can  ill  afford  to  deny 
the  value  of  either  element.  In  fact  it 
uses  both  elements,  not  by  lowering 
spirit  but  by  consecrating  matter.  The 
world  will  not  be  saved  by  berating 
materialism  alone.  What  we  must  do 
is  to  use  the  material  creatures  prop- 
erly, that  is,  recognize  their  ultra- 
materialistic  purpose.  Water  is  not 
mere  water.  Materially  it  is  only  wat- 
er but  it  can  be  used  so  as  to  share 
in  a spiritual  effect  such  as  Baptism 


Catholic  Chief  Justice  of  Japanese  Supreme  Court 

By  decision  of  Prime  Minister  Yoshida  Shigery,  Professor  Tanaka  Kotaro, 
senator  and  former  minister,  was  named  Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court. 
This  is  the  first  time  in  history  that  such  a high  position  in  the  Japanese  court 
is  held  by  a Catholic. 

Mr.  Tanaka  Kotaro  was  born  in  Kagoshima  in  1890.  Various  influences  led 
him  to  become  a Protestant,  while  he  was  a young  man^  particularly  his  contacts 
with  Professor  Inzo  Nitobe  and  Pastor  Kanzo  Uchimura.  In  1926  he  followed 
the  example  of  his  wife,  a former  Anglican,  who  had  become  a Catholic.  He  was 
teaching  Commercial  Law  at  the  Imperial  University  at  that  time.  Since  his 
conversion  he  has  been  a militant  member  of  Catholic  Action  which  he  serves 
both  by  speech  and  by  writing.  At  a time  when  the  Catholic  Church  was  going 
through  hard  times  and  when  she  was  confronted  with  all  kinds  of  difficulties 
at  the  hands  of  extremists  and  nationalists  Mr.  Tanaka  proved  himself  and 
published  a book,  which  is  today  highly  prized,  entitled:  “Law,  Religion  and 
Social  Life.”  He  has  also  written  a three  volume  work  on  International  Law. 
He  has  been  in  Europe  several  times  and  in  1936  he  taught  Law  in  Rome. 


can  produce.  Then  you  are  using 
something  material  in  a noble  way,  in 
fact  in  a divine  way  since  it  can  mean 
our  salvation. 

A religion  which  sees  matter  as 
matter  only,  and  spirit  as  spirit  only, 
and  these  two  as  permanently  divorc- 
ed, must  fail.  But  a religion  which 
sees  them  as  incomplete  elements  in 
man,  incomplete  elements  in  our  uni- 
verse, which  are  destined  to  work  to- 
gether unto  the  glory  of  God,  such  a 
religion  cannot  fail.  The  body  is  good, 
and  particularly  good  inasmuch  as  it 
is  meant  to  work  with  the  soul  for  the 
salvation  of  the  whole  man.  The  soul 
is  good,  and  particularly  good  as  it 
informs  the  body  and  works  with  it 
unto  salvation.  The  Sacramental 
system  is  the  only  system  which  can 
save  man,  since  it  cares  for  both  ele- 
ments, matter  and  spirit.  Which  re- 
ligion can  save  man  from  gross 
materialism?  The  Sacramental  re- 
ligion founded  by  Christ. 
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JUBILEE  OFFERING 

To  Our  Holy  Father 

POPE  PIUS  XII 


''In  this  Jubilee  Year  of  1950,  the  priests  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  humbly  offer  to  our  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  XII,  the  letters 
received  from  Bishops  testifying  to  the  wonderful  and  happy  spiritual 
benefits  obtained  by  the  faithful  through  the  visits  in  America  of  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  of  Fatima.” — Translation  of  illuminated  introduction. 


Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M., 
Superior  General,  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  reads  the  illuminated 
introduction  to  our  Jubilee  Offering  to 
His  Holiness,  Pope  Pius  XII.  The 
volume,  containing  letters  from  twenty- 
seven  Bishops  and  a number  of  photo- 
graphs, is  bound  in  white  leather,  with 
the  Papal  crest  embossed  in  gold  on 
the  cover. 


I 
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had  proven  beneficial  tivice  already,  so  there  was  every 
to  hope  that  it  would  come  through  on  a third  triaU’ 


reason 


WHEN  I was  preparing  to 
leave  for  Santo  Domingo 
someone  asked  me:  "Are 

you  taking  your  golf  clubs?”  I 
replied  that  I was — for  my  health’s 
sake. 

It  was  in  1934,  in  Shanghai,  that 
Doctor  O’Hara  showed  me  an  X-ray 
plate  and  proceeded  to  point  out  the 
cause  of  my  ill-health.  I got  a gen- 
eral idea  that  I was  suffering  from  an 
obstruction  somewhere  in  the  right 
side  of  my  anatomy.  Doctor  O’Hara 
prescribed  treatment  — GOLF  and  a 
liquid  diet. 

Not  having  an  abundance  of  money 
at  my  disposal,  the  thought  of  the  ex- 
pense involved  to  equip  myself  with 
golf-clubs,  golf-balls,  golf-togs,  to  say 
nothing  of  a membership  in  any  of 
the  expensive  golf  clubs  in  Shanghai, 
floored  me.  I was  in  a quandary  un- 
til two  Portugese  friends  came  to  my 
rescue.  Their  combined  efforts 
brought  forth  a set  of  golf-clubs,  a 
dozen  golf-balls  and  a month’s  Mem- 


bership in  the  Shanghai  Race  Course 
Golf  Club. 

After  two  days  of  honest  trial  at  the 
game,  I gave  up.  Getting  Doctor 
O’Hara  on  the  telephone,  I proceeded 
to  give  my  reasons  for  believing  that 
an  operation  could  not  be  more  pain- 
ful than  the  agony  I was  suffering 
out  there  on  the  fairway.  He  was  not 
convinced.  Nor  did  my  protest  to  the 
effect  that,  try  as  I may,  I could  not 
hit  the  ball,  soften  his  heart.  His 
response  was:  “be  patient.  This  is  a 
game  that  calls  for  humility.  Keep 
your  head  down  and  follow  through.” 
In  the  belief  that  “the  doctor  knows 
best,”  I kept  my  head  down  and  fol- 
lowed through  to  the  tune  of  twenty- 
seven  holes  a day  for  eighteen  days. 
The  doctor  proved  his  case;  the  ob- 
struction cleared  up  and  I,  so  I 
thought,  was  through  with  golf.  With 
a grand  flourish  the  instruments  of 
my  eighteen  days  of  torture  were  cast 
into  a corner  and  I returned  to  my 
mission  with  the  sincere  wish  that 
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golf  would  play  no  part  in  my  future 
life. 

Came  the  war  of  ’37  in  China.  No 
vacations  and  little  rest,  just  work 
eighteen  hours  a day,  seven  days  a 
week.  A year  of  this  was  all  the  old 
frame  could  take.  Down  went  the 
blood  pressure,  away  down,  and  once 
again  I had  to  strike  out  for  Shang- 
hai and  Doctor  O’Hara.  Conditions 
in  Shanghai  at  the  time  were  not 
conducive  to  improvement  of  one’s 
health.  The  Doctor  suggested  the 
Philippine  Islands,  so  late  in  1938  I 
found  myself  in  Baguio,  on  the  Island 
of  Luzon. 

I still  harbour  the  suspicion  that 
Doctor  O’Hara  briefed  the  local 
medico  on  the  treatment  to  prescribe. 
During  four  months  I travelled  the 
fairways!  The  hazards  and  the 
countryside  immediately  adjoining 
the  golf  course  were  my  favourite 
haunts.  They  were  more  familiar  to 
me  than  the  greens.  I saw  the  latter 
so  seldom  that  it  was  only  towards 
the  end  of  “the  cure”  that  we  really 
became  intimate.  Everyone  tried  to 
be  helpful:  “do  this”,  “do  that”.  My 
head  buzzed  with  advice  and  still  the 
ball  showed  a strange  aptitude  to  go 
everywhere  but  down  the  fairway.  On 
one  point  everyone  was  in  agreement, 
the  Doctor  had  prescribed  the  proper 
treatment.  Eventually  I had  to  admit 
how  right  they  were.  Eour  months 
later  the  blood  pressure  was  back  to 
normal  and  the  doctor  assured  me 
that  I could  return  to  work.  We  part- 
ed with  these  words  ringing  in  my 
ears:  “continue  your  golf,  Eather, 
and  you’ll  keep  fit.”  With  an  effort 


to  appear  grateful  and  a mental  reser- 
vation freeing  me  from  any  rash 
promise,  I bid  good-bye  to  the  doctor, 
the  Philippines  and  golf,  or  so  1 
thought. 

What’s  that  about  the  “best  laid 
plans  of  mice  and  men”?  It  was  after 
repatriation  from  China  in  December, 
1943.  My  health  was  at  a low  ebb 
when  I arrived  in  Canada  and  for 
the  third  time  a doctor  ordered  golf 
as  a cure.  It  is  a marvel  to  me  how 
drug  stores  stay  in  business.  There 
must  be  some  doctors  who  missed  tlie 
chapter  on  “Golf”  in  their  text  books. 
This  time  I was  more  acquainted 
with  “the  Cure”  and  was  beginning  to 
find  the  medicine  rather  easy  to  take*. 
Besides,  it  had  proven  beneficial  twice 
already  so  there  was  every  reason  to 
hope  that  it  would  come  through  on 
a third  trial.  It  did,  but  this  time  it 
took  six  years  of  hard  struggle  to  get 
back  on  the  mission. 

Although  I would  have  preferred 
China,  if  conditions  there  were 
normal,  nevertheless  I am  happy  to  be 
here  in  Santo  Domingo.  It  is  a real 
thrill  to  be  eissociated  with  the  young- 
er priests  of  our  Society  who  are  do- 
ing such  a magnificent  piece  of  work 
for  God,  the  Church  and  souls.  By 
a stroke  of  good  luck,  I am  in  the 
happy  position  of  being  stationed  in 
proximity  to  a golf  course.  Thanks  to 
the  advice  of  three  doctors  and  three 
experiences  with  the  merits  of  “the 
cure”  I am  keeping  fit,  and  because  of 
golf  hope  to  enjoy  many  years  of  un- 
interrupted service  in  this  fruitful 
vineyard  of  the  Lord. 


A Thought  from  Blessed  Theophane  Venard 

{Martyred  for  the  Faith  in  Tonquin,  French  Indo  China) 

‘T  am,  first  of  all,  a man,  a reasonable  being,  created  to  know,  love,  serve 
and  glorify  God.  I come  from  God.  I belong  to  God.  My  body  is  His.  My 
mind  is  His.  My  heart  is  His.  I shall  be  judged  according  to  my  works  and  to 
the  way  I have  corresponded  with  the  grace  given  me.  Well  then,  God  helping 
me,  I will  use  this  body,  this  mind,  and  this  heart,  as  much  as  I possibly  can, 
for  His  greater  glory,  honor  and  love. 
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“You  can’t  marry  my  daughter  with- 
out permission,”  said  the  stern  father. 

“Why  not?”  asked  the  swooning 
swain. 

“Because  she’s  a minor.” 

The  young  man  looked  puzzled  for  a 
moment,  and  then  asked:  “You  mean  I * 
gotta  ask  John  L.  Lewis?” 

★ 

Patient:  “I’m  in  love  with  you,  nurse, 
and  I don’t  want  to  get  well. 

Nurse:  “Don’t  worry,  you  won’t.  The 
doctor’s  my  husband,  and  he  saw  you 
kissing  me  this  morning.” 

★ 

A little  girl  was  proudly  showing  her 
playmate  her  new  home. 

“This  is  my  daddy’s  den,”  she  said. 
“Does  your  daddy  have  a den?” 

“No,”  was  the  answer,  “he  just  growls 
all  over  the  house.” 

★ 

Hazel:  “What’s  this  I hear  about  your 
having  a seductive  perfume  to  snare 
the  men?” 

Maisie:  “That’s  right,  my  dear.  I cook 
corned  beef  and  cabbage  for  them.” 

★ 

Manager  (sarcastically) : “I  notice 

there  were  35,000  people  present  the 
afternoon  your  grandmother  was 
buried.” 

Office  Boy:  “Could  be — grandma  al- 
ways was  very  popular.” 

★ 

School  boy:  “Teacher,  where  do  all 
the  insects  go  in  the  wintertime?” 

Teacher:  “Search  me.” 

School  boy:  “If  it’s  that  much  trouble, 
forget  it!” 

★ 

A bus  repairman  was  filling  out  a^ 
report  on  a highway  accident.  When  he 
came  to  a question,  “Disposition  of 
Passengers?”  he  candidly  wrote:  “Mad 
as  Hell.” 

★ 

A golfer,  trying  to  get  out  of  a trap, 
said,  “The  traps  on  this  course  are  very 
annoying,  aren’t  they?” 

Second  golfer,  trying  to  putt:  “Yes, 
they  are.  Would  you  mind  closing 
yours?” 


“Now,”  said  the  manager,  “I’d  like  to 
see  your  recommendations.” 

“I  don’t  have  exactly  what  you’d  call 
recommendations,”  explained  the  job 
seeker,  “but  I was  fired  by  a gyp  com- 
pany for  being  honest.” 

★ 

A dashing  young  fellow  named  Tim 
Drove  his  car  with  considerable  vim. 
Said  he,  “I’m  renowned  for  covering 
ground!” 

But,  alas,  the  ground  now  covers  him. 

★ 

“Pardon  me  for  walking  on  your 
feet.” 

“Oh,  that’s  O.K.  I often  walk  on 
them  myself.” 

★ 

“I  guess  I’ve  lost  another  pupil,”  said 
the  professor  as  his  glass  eye  rolled 
down  the  sink. 

★ 

An  Indian  named  Big  Smoke  was 
employed  as  a missionary  to  his  fellow 
Smokes.  A white  man  asked  Big  Smoke 
what  he  did  for  a living. 

“Ugh!”  said  Big  Smoke,  “me  preach.” 

“That  so?  What  do  you  get  for 
preaching?” 

“Me  get  $10  a year.” 

“Well,”  said  the  white  man,  “that’s 
pretty  poor  pay.” 

“Ugh!”  said  Big  Smoke,  “Me  pretty 
poor  preacher.” 

★ 

“Yes,  my  dear,”  said  a woman  of 
many  activities,  to  a friend,  “for  months 
I wondered  where  my  husband  was 
spending  his  evenings,  until  one  night 
I arrived  home  early  . . . and  there  he 
was!” 

★ 

With  his  wife  sick  in  bed,  hubby — 
and  pandemonium — ^reigned  supreme  in 
the  kitchen.  But  the  tea  was  missing. 
He  looked  high  and  low  and  finally 
called  to  his  wife:  “I  can’t  find  the  tea, 
dear.  Where  do  you  keep  it?” 

“I  don’t  know  why  you  can’t  find  it,” 
came  the  peevish  reply.  “It’s  right  in 
front,  on  the  cupboard  shelf,  in  a cocoa 
tin  marked  ‘matches’!” 
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INSIDE  COMMUNIST  CHINA 


NORTH  CHINA 

Public  Trial.  In  a certain  North 
China  mission  some  300  farmers  on 
Church  property,  stirred  up  by  some 
apostates  and  pagans,  held  a “teou- 
cheng”  for  three  days.  The  Vicar 
General  was  brought  to  trial  and  ord- 
ered to  confess  publicly  his  “nefari- 
ous” deeds.  Finally,  he  was  brought 
back  to  the  residence.  Then  the  resi- 
dence and  the  other  buildings  were 
despoiled  of  everything.  Only  their 
cloflies  and  blankets  were  left  to  the 
missionaries. 

The  next  day  an  official  sent  by  the 
Provincial  Government  pronounced 
the  following  verdict:  : 

1.  Religious  liberty  is  the  law, 
therefore  the  Christians  will  not  be 
forbidden  to  go  to  Church  as  long  as 
production  work  in  the  fields  is  not 
impeded. 

2.  The  brick  buildings  will  be  re- 
turned to  the  Church  but  the  others 
are  to  be  ceded  without  compensation 
to  the  farmers  of  the  village.  More- 
over, the  farmers  are  to  take  posses- 
sion of  the  cattle. 

3.  A confession  of  all  crimes  and 
restitution  for  debts  must  be  made  by 
the  Fathers.  The  reckoning  of  those 
debts,  according  to  the  Judge’s  com- 
putation, will  amount  to  six  thousand 
silver  dollars. 

HOPEH 

Residence  Permits.  Residence  per- 
mits have  been  issued  to  foreigners, 
varying  in  length  from  six  months  to 
one  year.  While  some  foreign  Priests 
and  Sisters  have  been  granted  such 
permits,  others  have  been  refused. 
Red-covered  permits  are  good  for  one 


year,  black-covered  ones  for  six 
months. 

Those  to  whom  no  permits  were 
granted  were  told  that  they  could  stay 
in  China  but  could  not  expect  to  en- 
joy full  protection  from  the  govern- 
ment. Now  it  has  become  usual  for 
the  police  to  stop  foreigners  on  the 
street  to  verify  their  papers.  Those 
who  had  no  permits  were  told  that 
they  had  to  make  preparations  to 
leave  the  country. 

It  is  thought  in  some  quarters  that 
the  six-month  permits  will  not  be  re- 
newed after  expiration,  and  that  the 
holders  of  such  will  then  be  expected 
to  make  arrangements  to  leave. 

HONAN 

Christians  Undaunted.  In  one 
station,  the  mission  property  was  oc- 
cupied on  December  16th.  The  Fath- 
er sent  word  to  the  Christians  in  the 
surrounding  villages  not  to  come  to 
the  main  station  for  Christmas  for  he 
had  no  shelter  for  them.  To  make 
matters  worse  it  began  to  rain 
Christmas  Eve  and  the  roads  became 
well  nigh  impassable.  Nevertheless, 
very  many  came.  During  the  Christ- 
mas Mass,  undaunted  by  the  presence 
of  the  liberators,  they  sang  Christmas 
hymns  with  great  ardor  and  fervor. 
After  Mass  some  of  the  Communists 
remarked,  “your  Christians  are  very 
fervent  in  their  superstition.” 

KWANGTUNG 

Minor  Seminary.  The  minor  sem- 
inary is  permitted  to  remain  open, 
but  two  Communists  teachers  were 
imposed  as  teachers  of  economics  and 
politics. 


“He  who  knows  the  value  of  a soul  counts  not  the  cost  of  saving  it.” — Just  de 
Bretenieres,  Martyred  in  Korea,  1865. 
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“T/ie  wind-whipped  sea  crashed  in 
angry  waves  over  the  sea  wall’’ 
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September  3,  1930,  dawned  over 
Santo  Domingo,  capital  of  the 
Dominican  Republic,  with  the  usual 
splendour  of  a tropical  morning  in 
that  tiny  Republic  lying  between  the 
Carribean  Sea  and  the  Atlantic 
Ocean.  Though  storm  signals  had 
been  displayed  for  some  twenty-four 
hours,  the  citizens,  as  a whole,  were 
indifferent.  Storm  signals  had  been 
raised  before  but  nothing  of  major 
consequence  had  resulted.  Most  of 
the  people  went  about  their  usual  rou- 
tine. Perhaps  a few  of  the  ancients, 
whose  memory  dated  back  to  years 
beyond  the  recollection  of  most  of  the 
inhabitants,  were  more  conscious  of 
the  possible  danger  that  threatened 
and,  with  visions  of  former  experi- 
ences haunting  them,  sought  refuge  in 
prayer. 

Later  in  the  day  a strange  stillness 
came  over  the  city.  The  inhabitants 
noticed  it,  naturally,  but  gave  little 
thought  to  its  possible  signifi- 
cance. Then  came  a sudden  rush  of 
air.  The  black  clouds  that  had  been 
piling  up  on  the  distant  horizon 
seemed,  of  a sudden,  to  be  directly 
over  the  city.  The  rain  began  to 
fall,  gently  at  first,  but  gradually  gath- 
ering force.  Still  the  people  paid  little 
heed  — just  another  storm.  Soon, 
however,  it  was  quite  apparent  that 
this  was  not  just  another  storm.  The 
wind  rose  to  hurricane  velocity  and 


the  driving  rain  forced  its  way  be- 
neath doors  and  windows.  Hour  after 
hour  the  intensity  of  the  wind  increas- 
ed. The  tin  roofs  of  the  buildings  in 
the  old  city  weakened  under  the 
strain.  They  were  lifted  and  hurled 
into  the  streets.  Ignorant  of  the  dan- 
ger, the  people  left  the  dubious  shel- 
ter of  their  homes  only  to  face  the 
real  danger  of  flying  tin.  Thousands 
were  injured  and  hundreds  killed. 
Later,  when  the  storm  had  apparently 
spent  itself,  a stunned  populace  view- 
ed the  extent  of  the  damage. 
They  crowded  narrow  streets,  seek- 
ing to  find  lost  members  of 
their  families.  Maybe  they  for- 
got. Perhaps  it  was  ignorance. 
Anyway,  none  averted  to  the  fact 
that  a storm  of  this  nature  fre- 
quently will  return  over  the  same 
path  after  a short  time  of  perfect 
calm.  This  happened  on  September 
3,  1930.  Without  warning  the  storm 
back-tracked  with  even  greater  fury 
than  on  its  first  passage.  Electric 
wires,  tin  roofs  and  frame  buildings 
tumbled  into  the  streets  and  the  death- 
toll  mounted  to  several  thousands. 
Finally  the  storm  blew  itself  out  over 
the  Carribean  Sea  whence  it  had  first 
come.  The  clouds  dispersed  and  the 
sun  lighted  up  a scene  of  horror  and 
destruction  such  as  the  oldest  inhabi- 
tants of  ithe  city  had  never  before 
witnessed.  And  in  such  a setting  a 
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benumbed  populace,  in  a trance-like 
stupor,  gathered  up  the  bodies  of  the 
dead,  which  were  placed  in  huge  piles 
and  burned  to  avoid  plague.  When 
this  unhappy  task  was  completed,  the 
people  set  to  work  to  rebuild  their 
shattered  city. 

September  3rd,  1930,  is  still  close 
enough  in  the  memories  of  the  citizens 
of  the  city  to  cause  them  to  fear  the 
wrath  that  was  visited  upon  them  that 
fateful  day.  Thus  it  is  that  each  an- 
niversary is  remembered  by  a special 
Mass  to  recall  to  mind  their  depen- 
dence upon  God  and  to  beg  His  mercy 
and  protection. 

Came  September  2nd,  1949.  Once 
again  the  storm  signals  were  hoisted 
above  the  city  and  by  radio  came 
warnings  of  an  approaching  hurri- 
cane. It  was  heading  towards  Trujil- 
lo City  (new  name  of  the  capital) 
from  the  Carribean  Sea  and  was  re- 
ported to  be  of  great  intensity.  It 
should  strike  the  city  about  dusk  of 
September  3rd.  There  was  no  panic, 
but  one  could  sense  a tension  that  told 
of  bitter  scenes  being  relived  in  the 
memories  of  those  who  witnessed  the 
ordeal  of  September  3rd  nineteen 
years  before.  The  people  began  mak- 
ing preparations  to  meet  the  on- 


slaught of  the  storm.  Soon  all  avail- 
able supplies  of  lumber  and  nails 
were  exhausted.  The  windows  of 
stores  and  private  homes  were  board- 
ed up  and  loose  tin  roofs  were  nailed 
down. 

When  all  was  in  readiness,  thou- 
sands of  the  populace  crowded  into 
the  churches  and  spent  the  night  in 
prayer.  Early  the  next  morning, 
September  3rd,  the  annual  Annivers- 
ary Mass  was  offered,  and  as  Christ 
was  crucified  again  on  the  Altar  of 
Sacrifice  many  and  fervent  were  the 
prayers  offered  for  deliverance  from 
the  threatening  danger. 

Slowly  the  storm  approached.  In 
fits  and  starts  the  rain  fell  upon  the 
city.  The  wind-whipped  sea  crashed 
in  angry  waves  over  the  sea  wall. 
Then,  just  as  it  appeared  that  the 
might  of  the  storm  was  to  be  unleash- 
ed against  the  city,  its  course  was 
changed.  It  veered  out  over  the 
ocean  to  spend  its  force  on  an  open 
sea.  And  who  can  deny  that  Almighty 
God,  Who  with  a word  can  still  the 
winds  and  the  waves  did  not  spare  the 
city  and  its  people  on  this  day  because 
of  those  devout  souls  who,  each  year 
on  September  3rd,  remembered  His 
power  and  their  own  weakness. 
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Though  it  is  gratifying  to  the  missionary  when  his 
work  is  looked  upon  as  an  heroic  act  of  charity  to  which 
he  devotes  himself  in  a most  praiseworthy  manner,  such 
considerations  put  his  work  on  a basis  which  is  more 
imposing  than  inviting.  A work  of  charity  does  not  com- 
mand general  attention  or  universal  support.  It  is  of 
utmost  importance,  therefore,  that  missionary  activity  be 
placed  in  the  proper  light.  It  is  not  a work  of  superero- 
gation nor  the  private  concern  of  some  religious  orders 
and  congregations.  It  is,  however,  a most  important  obli- 
gation of  the  Catholic  Church,  a solemn  duty  imposed  by 
Christ  in  a most  emphatic  manner  by  virtue  of  His  divine 
authority. 

— Excerpt  from  Our  Lord’s  Last  Will  and  Testament, 
by  Father  Herman  Fischer 
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iHE  male  element  of  the  Japanese  race  seems  to  prefer  two  hobbies  to 
all  others^ — fishing  and  painting.  If  a Japanese  boy  sees  a harbor,  a 
river,  a lake  or  pond  he  has  an  irresistible  urge  to  run  for  his  fishing 
rod  or  sketch  pad. 

Nearly  every  Japanese  boy  of  five,  or  over,  has  some  pictures  on  display  » 
in  his  private  art  gallery.  Every  famous  landmark  in  the  Land  of  the  Rising  J 
Sun  has  been  put  on  paper,  canvas,  or  silk,  innumerable  times.  They  use  1 
pencil,  charcoal,  crayon,  watercolours  or  oils  depending  upon  what  the  * 
individual  artist  can  afford.  A boy  might  like  to  play  baseball,  but  he  would 
give  up  his  position  on  a team  any  day  of  the  week  for  the  opportunity  of 
taking  up  the  easel  and  brush. 

The  child  artist,  Hiroshi  Nishida,  is  astonishing  the  art  colony  of 
present-day  Tokyo  with  his  Picasso-like  oils.  He  is  just  a normal,  healthy, 
mischievious,  six-year-old,  three-feet  bit  of  humanity,  topped  by  a bullet  head, 
but  how  that  lad  can  paint!  He  does  not  mix  his  paints.  He  simply  smears 
solid  colors  on  canvas,  one  layer  after  another,  and  then,  with  a pallet  knife 
firmly  clutched  in  a stubby  hand,  literally  digs  at  the  mass,  deep  here  and 
shallow  there,  but  all  in  one  continuous  motion.  The  result  is  fantastic!  Since 
he  does  not  tell  the  critics  what  his  compositions  depict  he  is  still  at  the  top 
of  his  class. 


JESUIT  MARTYRS'  BURSE-$5.000.00 

SEPTEMBER  26  is  the  Feast  of  the  Canadian  Martyrs. 

They  gave  their  lifers  blood  to  plant  the  Faith  in  Canada. 

In  gratitude,  you  can  remember  their  sacrifice  by  giving  a contribution 
to  the  Jesuit  Martyrs’  Burse. 


Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  — Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  charitable  causes. 
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Dear  Buds: 

1 have  not  had  very  many  letters 
from  you  during  the  summer  months 
and  for  that  reason  1 am  glad  that 
September  is  at  hand.  You  do  not 
know  how  much  joy  your  letters  give 
me.  It  is  a real  thrill  to  hear  from 
you  and  to  learn  of  the  prayers  you 
are  saying  and  the  sacrifices  you 
are  making  for  our  missionary 
priests. 

Study  for  the  Future 

Now  that  you  have  returned  to 
school,  dear  Buds,  you  should  make 
up  your  minds  that  you  intend  to 
study  real  hard.  Right  now  you  may 
be  thinking  that  you  would  like  to 
leave  school  and  go  to  work.  I sup- 
pose every  boy  and  girl  gets  thoughts 
like  that  once  in  a while;  but  let  me 
tell  you  that  you  will  never  be  sorry 
for  staying  in  school.  There  is  no 
place  in  this  world  today  for  young 
people  who  lack  an  education.  The 
boys  and  girls  who  stay  in  school 
and  study  hard  will  be  the  ones  who, 
in  later  life,  will  hold  a good  job 
and  be  a joy  to  their  parents  and 
teachers. 


Prayers  for  Bishop  Turner 

Most  of  you  Buds  know  Bishop 
Turner.  Some  of  you  may  have  met 
him  in  person  and  others  have  read 
of  him  in  Scarboro  Missions.  You 
may  recall  that  as  a boy  Bishop 
Turner  lived  in  Montreal.  When  he 
grew  up  he  joined  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  and  in 
October,  1948,  he  was  consecrated 
first  Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  Lishui, 
China.  The  Communists  have  taken 
over  Bishop  Turner  s Diocese.  They 
are  actually  living  in  his  house.  In 
a recent  message  sent  to  Canada, 
Bishop  Turner  asked  prayers  for 
himself  and  the  priests  and  Sisters 
under  his  care.  The  best  prayers 
that  can  be  said  for  him  are  your 
prayers,  dear  Buds.  Why?  Because 
God  loves  the  prayers  of  children. 
Your  young  hearts  are  full  of  love 
for  Him  and  your  prayers  are  most 
sincere.  Take  as  your  mission  in- 
tention for  September  the  promise 
to  say  each  day  an  Our  Father  and 
Hail  Mary  for  Bishop  Turner. 

God  bless  you,  dear  Buds, 

Father  Jim. 


“To  strew  flowers  is  the  only  means  of  proving  my  love,  and  these 
flowers  will  be  each  word  and  look,  each  little  daily  sacrifice.” 

— The  Little  Flower. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

Here  are  some  stamps  that  I hope 
you  can  use  in  your  mission  work 
/ am  thirteen  years  old  and  am  in 
grade  eight. 

Yours  truly, 

Eileen  McLaughlin, 

410  Lancaster  St., 
West  St.  John,  N.B. 

Dear  Eileen: 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  en- 
closed stamps.  We  were  very  glad  to 
receive  them. 

I am  sending  you  a prayer  card 
and  a mite  box.  Now  you  are  a 
member  of  the  Rose  Garden  work- 
ing along  with  thousands  of  other 
buds  for  the  missions.  It  would  be 
a fine  idea  if  you  could  get  the  rest 
of  your  class  interested.  Do  you 
think  you  could?  We  need  more  and 
more  helpers  in  the  great  work  of 
saving  souls. 

Remember  to  pray  for  our  mis- 
sionaries and  you  also  will  have  a 
share  in  their  prayers  and  good 
works. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  sending  you  a money  order 
for  the  missions.  My  brother  and 
sister  and  I saved  it  for  you  during 


Lent.  We  shall  send  you  some  stamps 
soon.  I have  two  penpals  through  the 
Scarboro  Missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Ann  Murphy, 

Tweed,  Ont. 

Dear  Ann: 

It  was  nice  to  hear  from  you 
again.  Thank  you  very  much  for 
your  Lenten  offering  to  the  missions. 
I assure  you  we  will  make  good  use 
of  it.  I’d  like  you  to  thank  your 
brother  and  sister  also  for  their  in- 
terest in  helping  the  poor  pagan 
children. 

I see  by  your  letter  you  have  be- 
come a real  active  member  by  get- 
ting yourself  some  pen  pals  already. 
Good  work,  now  you  can  exchange 
ideas  on  ways  and  means  to  help  the 
missions  as  well  as  meet  new  friends 
in  the  Rose  Garden. 

I guess  St.  Patrick  must  have  led 
you  to  the  Rose  Garden,  because  with 
a name  like  Murphy  he  knew  you 
couldn’t  miss,  you  would  just  have 
to  be  a good  member.  Keep  up  the 
good  work  and  may  God  Bless  You. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

1 would  like  to  join  your  Rose 
Garden.  / am  twelve  years  old.  I 
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am  in  grade  seven  at  St.  John’s 
School.  Would  you  please  send  me 
a mite  box  and  the  Little  Flower  s 
prayer.  I read  Scarhoro  Missions 
every  month  and  find  it  very 
interesting. 

Sheila  Keating, 

281  Sixth  St., 

New  Aberdeen,  N.S. 

Dear  Sheila: 

I’m  really  glad  to  hear  from 
you.  It’s  been  ages  since  I’ve  heard 
from  New  Aberdeen.  Welcome  to 
the  Rose  Garden. 

One  of  the  first  things  I want 
you  to  do  for  us,  is  try  to  get  many 
more  members  for  the  Rose  Garden. 
Our  Priests  and  Sisters  in  China  to- 
day are  having  a difficult  time.  The 
only  way  we  can  help  them  is  to 
pray  as  we  have  never  prayed  be- 
fore. At  the  moment  that  is  all  we 
can  do,  and  don’t  you  think  we  owe 
it  to  them.  Just  think  how  horrible 
it  would  be  if  someone  came  to 
Canada  and  tried  to  prevent  us 
from  serving  God.  We  would  be 
glad  of  prayers.  Our  Lord  is  very 
pleased  when  young  people  pray  to 
Him.  That  is  why  our  Priests  and 
Sisters  depend  on  the  Rose  Buds. 
Can  we  count  on  you? 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

/ would  like  to  join  the  Rose 
Garden.  / am  twelve  years  old  and 
I am  in  grade  eight  in  Assumption 
school.  Will  you  please  send  me  a 
mite  box.  I also  would  like  to  have 
a pen  pal. 

Donna  Cunningham, 

82  St.  Ambroise  St., 

Eastview,  Out. 

Dear  Donna: 

I’m  glad  that  you  have  decided  to 
join  the  Rose  Garden.  You  can  help 
us  a great  deal.  Why  not  write  to  a 
bud  in  British  Columbia.  Her  name 
is  Teresa  Roth,  R.R.  No.  1,  Notch 
Hill,  B.C.  Maybe  she  can  tell  you 


how  she  is  helping  the  missions  and 
you  could  exchange  ideas.  You  could 
start  by  saying  three  hail  Marys  a 
day  in  honour  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  and  ask  Teresa  to  do  the 
same. 

I am  sending  you  a mite  box  and 
a prayer  card,  and  don’t  forget  to 
remember  us  in  your  Masses. 

God  Bless  You, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  sending  you  two  dollars  for 
the  missions  from  my  mite  box.  1 
will  keep  on  praying  for  the  missions 
and  I read  your  part  of  Scarboro 
Missions  every  month. 

Roddie  R.  MacLean, 
Washabuck  Centre, 
Victoria  Co.,  N.S. 

Dear  Roddie: 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your 
gift.  I’m  glad  to  see  you  working  so 
hard  for  the  missions.  We  need  more 
and  more  buds  just  like  you.  Keep 
up  the  good  work  and  may  God  bless 
you. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


Pat  Quinn,  St.  Andrews  West,  Ont.  Pat  is  a 
collector  of  Mexican  stamps. 
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OTTAWA,  ONT. 

Margaret  Wilkinson,  10,  257  Kew  Ave. ; 
Coleen  Soubliers,  10,  376  Alonza  Ave. ; 
Bobby  Morin,  10,  6 Lawrence  St. ; Fay 
Lahey,  10,  24  Tunis  Ave. ; Andrew  Mad- 
dock,  13,  152  Woodroffe  Ave. ; Jacqueline 
Dubois,  10,  9 Taylor  St. ; Peggie  O’Connor, 
10,  328  Winona  Ave. ; Edward  Kearney, 
10,  689  Churchill  Ave. ; Marilyn  Morin,  10, 
74  Clarendon  Ave. ; Jimmie  Carriere,  10, 
78  Pacific  St. ; George  Lafreniere,  10,  7, 
Merivale  Rd. ; Michael  Chopowich,  13,  58 
Marshall  Ave. ; Frank  Kiely,  10,  50  Helena 
Ave. ; Peter  Moore,  10,  529  Edison  Ave. ; 
Eleen  Carey,  10,  73  Bell  St.,  Britannia 
Bay;  Peter  Brennae,  10,  674  Churchill 
Ave. ; Sean  Keilty,  10,  36  Julian  Ave. ; 
Margaret  Leslie,  10,  534  Broadhead  Ave. ; 
James  Gillissie,  10,  117  Wesley  Ave. ; 
Bruce  Attfleld,  10,  1354  Wellington  St.; 
Eleanor  Duncan,  10,  23  Claredon  Ave. ; 
Brian  Dalton,  10,  30  Stevenson  Ave. ; 

Patsy  Kelmartin,  10,  47  Merivale  Rd. ; 
Julie  Lafreniere,  10,  7 Merivale  Rd. ; 

Rhea  Desjardin,  10,  325  Ferndale  Ave. ; 
Violet  Couillard,  10,  375  Churchill  Ave.; 
Richard  Hutchings,  10,  181  Clare  St. ; 
Charles  Wendell,  12,  9 Stevenson  Ave. ; 
Catherine  Wendell,  9,  9 Stevenson  Ave; 
Eleanor  Wendell,  7,  9 Stevenson  Ave.  ; 
Margaret  Wendell,  10,  9 Stevenson  Ave. 

SPRUCE  BROOK,  NFLD. 

Pupils  of  St.  Ann’s  School,  George’s 
Lake,  Spruce  Brook,  Nfld. : Frederick 


Beverley  MacPhail 
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White,  Robert  Blanchard,  Ella  Young, 
Jean  Samms,  Cora  Samms,  Edna  Blam- 
chard,  Ida  Blanchard,  Timothy  Blan- 
chard, Cecil  Halfyard,  Cora  Halfyard, 
Gessie  Halfyard,  Laura  McCarthy,  Bessie 
McCarthy,  Shirley  Samms,  Marie  Young, 
James  Collier,  Leonard  McCarthy. 


“Here,  in  this  quiet  visit  (to 
the  chapel),  I found  my  one  con- 
solation. Was  not  Jesus  my  only 
friend?  To  Him  alone  could  I 
open  my  heart.” 

— St.  Teresa  of  the  Child  Jesus 


VARIOUS  CENTRES 
Marie  Duffy,  13,  23  Day  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont.  Ann  Manuel,  11,  2 Hill  Rd.,  Grand 
Falls,  Nfld.  Mona  Merchant,  11,  715  12th 
St.,  Lethbridge,  Alta,  Ann  Murphy,  10, 
R.R.  No.  3,  Tweed,  Ont.  Roddie  MacLean, 
Washabuck  Centre,  Vic,  Co.,  N.S.  Mary 
Christine  McDonald,  9,  55  Wayling  Ave., 
Kingsview  Pk.,  Eastview,  Ont.  Sybil 
Norton,  8,  Mountain  Pk.,  Alta.  Ann 
Devine,  1071  Queen  St.,  W.,  Sault  Ste. 
Marie,  Ont.  Eileen  McLaughlin,  419 
Lancaster  St.  W.,  St.  John,  N.B.  Donna 
Cunningham,  82  St.  Ambroise  St.,  East- 
view,  Ont.  Joan  McCarvell,  32  Queen  St. 
W.,  Guelph,  Ont.  Ann  Sawyer,  49 
Spadina  Rd.,  Toronto,  Ont.  Madonna 
Grosse,  Torbay,  Nfld.  Marilyn  Roach,  12, 
24  Gough  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.  Donna 
Dufour,  11,  Amherstburg,  Ont.  Mary 
Elizabeth  Shields,  11,  160  Jubilee  Rd., 
Halifax,  N.S.  Margaret  Kelly,  6,  1711 
Rankin  St.,  Fort  William,  Ont.  Beverly 
Allen,  23  Smith  Ave.,  Hamilton,  Ont. 
Patsy  Driscoll,  73  Roseland  Dr.,  Toronto, 
Ont.  Nadine  Hawkins,  Wolfe  Island,  Ont. 
Margaret  O’Rourke,  12,  Amherstburg, 
Ont.  Ann  Hawkins,  86  Day  Ave.,  Toronto, 
Ont.  Cathryn  Arseneau,  10,  466  Robinson 
St.,  Moncton,  N.B.  Barbara  Timothy,  11, 
Amherstburg,  Ont,  Mary  Moore,  33  8th 
St.,  New  Toronto,  Ont.  Karralynn  Mol- 
lins,  10,  56  Henry  St.,  Moncton,  N.B. 
Barbara  Keefe,  64  North  Bland  St.,  Hali- 
fax, N.S.  Gail  Fonar,  21  South  Bland 
St.,  Halifax,  N.S,  Herbert  Canners,  14, 
Fisher  Branch,  Manitoba.  Ann  Smith, 
Buckingham,  Que.,  R.R.  No.  2.  Dorothy 
Smith,  Buckingham,  Que.,  R.R,  No.  2. 
Barbara  Hickey,  1279  Lake  Shore  Rd., 
Long  Branch,  Ont.  Peggy  Taylor,  8,  288 
Kendall,  Eastview,  Ont.  Gordon  Patter- 
son, 221  Bonaccord  St.,  Moncton,  N.B. 
Theresa  Frawley,  11,  116  City  Rd.,  St. 
John,  N.B.  Leona  Martell,  Kirk  Ave., 
Stellarton,  Picton  Co.,  N.S. 
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honour  3^oU 


of  tfte 


^tariioro  ^foreign  iHtfisiton 

J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  this  month  we  mention  the  following 
as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


Presentation  Convent 
St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Junior  Socialists 
St.  Michael’s  School 
Chatham,  N.B. 

Lourdes  School, 

Via  Port  au  Port,  Nffd. 

St.  Elizabeth’s  School 
Vinton,  P.Q. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy 
New  Castle,  N.B. 


St.  Leonard  School, 

Quebec,  P.Q. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy 
and  College 
Winnipeg,  Man. 

St.  Patrick’s  Boys’  School 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Anne’s  School 

St.  Lawrence  P.B.,  Nfld. 

Convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
Halifax,  N.S. 
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Anecdotes  from  the  History  and  Customs  of  Mission  Lands 
interspersed  with  Current  Topics  and  Facts. 


That  Singing  Contests  and 
amateur  hours  have  immense  popu- 
larity in  Japan.  Several  weeks  ago, 
in  Kyodo,  five  persons  were  crushed 
to  death  and  several  others  injured 
in  the  rush  for  seats  at  a singing 
contest.  In  Church,  too,  the  people 
love  to  sing.  They  are  familiar  with 
many  of  the  hymns.  It  is  an  easy 
matter  to  train  a choir. 

* * * 

That  Match  Manufacturing  is  a 
household  industry  in  Japan,  as  in 
China.  The  wood  used  in  one 

Canadian  match  would  make  three 
matches  in  Japan.  Almost  everyone 
in  Kobe  works  making  matches. 
Some  as  a full-time  occupation  and 
others  as  part-time. 

* * * 

That  Authoritative  Catholic 

sources  say  that  in  the  famous  War 
Crimes  Prison  of  Sugamo  there  are 
thirty-three  Catholics  among  the 

inmates.  They  have  formed  a Catholic 
Action  Committee  and  have  chosen 
St.  Paul  as  their  Patron.  St.  Paul, 
as  is  learned  from  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles,  was  himself  a prisoner. 

* * * 

That  every  year  of  the  Chinese 
Cycle  is  known  by  the  name  of  an 
animal.  The  Year  of  the  Tiger  is 
dreaded  by  the  Chinese,  particularly 
by  those  given  to  superstitious  be- 
liefs. It  is  believed  that  a person 
born  during  this  year  will  bring 
disgrace  upon  his  family  and  is 
doomed  to  be  unsuccessful  in  later 
life.  The  year  of  her  birth  is  always 
an  important  consideration  when 
choosing  a wife.  Women  born  under 


the  sign  of  the  Tiger  have  little  hope 
of  marriage. 

>!k  * * 

That  in  China  there  are  tombs 
spotted  here  and  there  along  the 
highways  and  side  roads,  in  the 
fields,  on  the  slopes  of  hills  and  on 
the  outskirts  of  cities,  towns  and 
villages.  No  matter  how  old  a tomb 
may  be  it  is  never  molested,  for  the 
place  is  held  by  all  as  sacred  to  the 
dead.  Despite  all  appearance  to  the 
contrary  the  position  of  a tomb  is  not 
chosen  at  random. 

It  is  only  after  a geomancer  has 
examined  the  proposed  location  and 
pronounced  it  suitable  as  a burial 
place  that  the  tomb  is  built.  The 
“suitability”  is  determined  by  the 
presence  or  absence  of  the  veins  of 
rest  and  happiness  in  the  soil.  A 
tomb,  incidently,  may  be  nothing 
more  than  a mound  of  earth. 

* * * 

That  the  city  of  Goa,  situated  in 
the  heart  of  the  pagan  world  of  the 
Far  East,  was  one  of  the  most 
important  ecclesiastical  cities  of  the 
world  during  the  sixteenth  century? 
It  was  conquered  by  the  Portuguese 
explorer,  Albuquerque.  He  built  its 
first  Christian  church  in  honour  of 
St.  Catherine.  This  was  followed  by 
the  construction  of  many  more 
churches  and  Goa  became  the  centre 
of  all  missionary  activity  throughout 
the  vast  territory  which  extends  from 
South  Africa  to  China.  It  was  here 
that  the  great  missionary,  St.  Francis 
Xavier,  made  his  headquarters. 
Today,  his  body  lies  incorrupt  in  a 
rich  shrine  within  the  Walls  of  the 
old  Goan  church  of  Bom  Jesus. 
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Is  a blind,  pleasure-mad  generation  destroying  the  soul  of 
America  ? 

Is  the  day  of  Divine  retribution  at  hand? 

Read  the  answers  in  the  FATIMA  BOOK  OF  1950. 

"FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE" 

by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  P.A.,  S.F.M. 

Foreword  by  Rev.  Jos.  M.  Gillis,  C.S.P. 

$1.00  Postpaid 

For  two-and-a-half  years  Monsignor  McGrath  has  directed 
the  Pilgrim  tour  in  forty-two  states,  and  sixty  Dioceses  of  the 
United  States.  His  experience  lends  weight  to  his  grim  appraisal 
of  moral  conditions  “unparalleled  since  Sodom  and  Gomorrah”, 
and  his  urgent  insistence  that  we  have  so  little  time. 

Send  your  orders  to: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 


We  are  most  anxious  to  have  the  opportunity  of  sending  our 
magazine  free  of  charge  to  all  the  schools  in  English-speaking 
Canada.  We  send  them  at  the  ratio  of  one  copy  to  each  class- 
room. If  there  are  any  schools  not  receiving  copies  of  THE 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  we  will  be  happy  to  send  copies  if  we 
are  informed  of  the  name,  address,  and  number  of  rooms  in  the 
school. 

It  may  be  that  some  schools  are  receiving  copies  but  in  excess 
of  the  number  of  rooms,  or  less  than  the  number  of  rooms.  We 
would  be  happy  to  be  informed  of  this  so  that  we  can  make  the 
proper  adjustment. 
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Because  we 


CANT  TURN  THEM  DOWN! 

Young  men  wish  to  help  bring  ^'Christ  and  Him  crucified”  to  the  people 
of  pagan  lands. 

W.  need  $500,000.00  to  build  a NEW  SEMINARY  for  them 

WILL  YOU  HELP  US? 

Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause.  ' 


SCARBORO 

M I S S I ON  S 


It  is  a DRIVE  in  the  RIGHT  DIRECTION  when  you  AIM  at  helping  ’ 
COMPLETE  a Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  ; 

BURSE 


A Burse  is  a steady  means  of  helping 
educate  young  men  for  the  Missionary 
Priesthood. 


$5,900.00  ESTABLISHES  A BURSE  | 

For  the  Burse  of  the  Month  see  page  24  j 

I 

Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  jj  j 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.  j 


t 

( 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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EDITORIAL 


Impressions  are  Oft’  Erroneous 


“That’s  strange,  I was  under  the  impression.  . . How  many  times  in 
your  life  have  you  used  the  above  quotation — or  words  to  the  same  effect? 
In  humility  and  truth,  you  are  likely  forced  to  admit  “quite  frequently”.  This 
is  no  reflection  upon  your  intelligence;  it  simply  means  that  you  were  wrong 
in  the  facts  upon  which  you  had  based  certain  judgments.  Such  errors  may 
result  from  the  habit  of  taking  hearsay  evidence  as  a fact  without  making  an 
effort  to  investigate  its  veracity.  Many  of  us  find  only  in  later  life  that  some- 
thing we  had  “sort  of  taken  for  granted”  over  the  years,  has  been  wrong,  and 
our  only  defence  is  that  we  were  “under  the  impression”  that  the  information 
we  possessed  was  correct. 

As  an  example,  take  the  case  of  those  who  consider  helping  the  missions 
to  be  simply  a matter  of  Charity — one  may,  or  may  not,  assist  the  missions 
according  to  one’s  particular  charitable  inclinations. 

You  may  be  quite  taken  aback  that  such  an  idea  could  be  even  questioned. 
And  when  told  that  it  is  not  correct,  may  well  reply:  “I  was  under  the 
impression  that  helping  the  missions  was  simply  a matter  of  charity.”  If  it  is 
any  consolation,  too  many  hold  a like  erroneous  impression.  To  assist  the 
missions  is  a duty  and  not  a work  of  supererogation.  Christ  did  not  say: 
“You  may  go  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature.”  He  said:  “Go.  . . . 
Christ  did  not  die  on  the  cross  for  the  people  of  Europe  and  America  only; 
He  died  to  bring  salvation  to  EVERY  CREATURE.  Pope  Pius  XI,  of  happy 
memory,  in  his  famous  encyclical  on  the  Missions,  Rerum  Ecclesiae,  did  not 
say  that:  “it  would  be  nice  if  everyone  assisted  the  missions”;  He  wrote  that 
all  MUST  help  the  missions  and  strengthened  the  force  of  his  argument  with 
these  startling  words:  “The  Catholic  Church  has  no  other  purpose  for  her 
existence  than  to  spread  the  word  of  God  to  the  people  of  the  pagan  world. 
Such  a statement  certainly  eliminates  any  argument  as  to  personal  choice  in 
the  matter  of  helping  the  missions.  It  leaves  only  one  interpretation,  ive  must 
help  the  missions. 

Sunday,  October  22,  is  Mission  Sunday.  On  that  Sunday  the  Universal 
Church  appeals  to  the  faithful  to  do  their  duty  towards  the  support  of  her 
missionary  works.  Unfortunately,  too  many  are  “under  the  impression  that 
this  is  simply  “another  charitable  appeal.”  They  will  drop  their  offering  in 
the  collection  plate  and  then  blandly  forget  the  missions.  Meanwhile,  the 
missionary  work  continues,  trying  to  struggle  on  with  the  financial  results^ of 
one  day’s  collection.  That  glorious  effort  to  fulfill  Christ’s  injunction  go 
and  preach”,  that  daily  struggle  of  thousands  of  missionaries  to  make  effective 
Pope  Pius  XI’s  interpretation  of  the  Church’s  reason  for  existence,  is  hampered, 
and  frequently  interrupted,  because  so  many  are  still  “under  the  impression 
that  assistance  to  the  missions  is  simply  a matter  of  charity.  How  erroneous 
impressions  can  be! 


THE  SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  established  1919,  is  the  official  organ  of  ^h^  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario,  Canada,  arul  Pobl^hed  by  B<^ies 
tical  authority.  It  is  authorized  as  second  class  mail  by  Uie  Post  P^^oe  Dept. . Uttaw^ 


Canada.  Published  monthly,  September  to  June;  bi-monthly,  July-August.  , 

rates:  $1.00  a year;  .$20.00  for  life.  Address  all  communications  to:  Very  Rev.  i.  iMcwuam. 
S.P.M.,  Superior  General,  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  BlutLs.  uiu. 


Printed  by  Garden  City  Press  Co-Operative,  Toronto  1,  Ont.  VOL.  XXXI,  No.  9. 


12 


Page  Three 


MISSIONS 


ElV  ROUTE  TO  MISSIONS 

Departure  ceremony  held  in  St,  MichaeVs 
Cathedral,  Toronto,  Sunday,  Sept,  24,  1950, 


TD 

JAPAIV 


Rev.  R.  Pelow,  S.F.M.,  D.J.C.,  Kingston, 
Ont.  For  the  past  six  years  Dr.  Pelow 
was  Rector  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  Semi- 
nary, Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 


Rev.  E.  Geier,  S.F.M.,  Preston,  Ont. 
Father  Geier  was  ordained  to  the  Holy 
Priesthood  on  July  2,  1950. 


Rev.  F.  O'Grady,  S.F.M.,  Ph.D.,  Ottawa, 
Ont.  For  the  past  six  years  Dr.  O'Grady 
has  occupied  the  Chair  of  Philosophy  at 
St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society. 
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Won 

His 

Crown 

By 

M.P.  CAREY 

S.F.M. 


“Of  all  the  marvels  related  of  the 
persecuted  Church  throughout  the  cen- 
turies, in  the  histories  of  all  nations, 
the  fervor  and  fortitude  of  the  children 
of  Japan  presents  perhaps  its  most 
glowing  page.  It  has  truly  been  said 
that  no  other  country  csm  boast  of 
such  hosts  of  infant  martyrs  who 
longed  to  die  for  Christ,  and  died  in 
such  full  consciousness  of  the  pain 
home  and  the  love  of  Him  for  whom 
they  bore  it.” 

* ❖ 

All  day  long  the  late  June  sun 
poured  down  its  flaming  rays 
on  the  little  fishing  village  of 
Shiki.  The  flooded  rice  fields  on 
all  sides  were  sending  up  whisps  of 
steaming  vapour  and  the  delighted 
frogs,  in  happy  choirs,  croaked  their 
contented  discords.  From  the  spread- 
ing branches  of  the  gnarled  and 
ancient  trees,  cicadas  and  heat-hirds 
played  a rasping  accompaniment. 

Out  on  the  beach  naked  fishermen, 
half  submerged  in  the  foamy  surf  of 
the  lazy  breakers,  strained  and  pulled 
on  their  nets  and  headropes  to  get 
the  tackle  to  shore,  and  eopperskinned 
youths  tripped  lightly  over  the  burn- 
ing beach-rocks  carrying  baskets  of 
fresh  fish  to  the  market.  Yet  all  the 
while,  extended  on  crude  crosses 
erected  in  the  public  square,  hung 
the  charred  bodies  of  martyrs.  These 
gentle  and  simple  working  people  had 
become  accustomed  to  the  unnatural 
stench  and  terrifying  sight.  It  was 
safer  not  to  pay  attention  but  just  go 
about  their  work. 

In  a remote  corner  of  the  village, 
squatting  on  stones  in  the  shade  of 
a clump  of  bamboos,  a little  group 
of  Catholics  was  relating  to  the  priest 
the  story  of  the  execution.  Father 
Beatus  had  spent  a busy  day — 
secretly,  of  course — instructing,  en- 
couraging and  baptizing,  and  now  his 
long  kimono  hung  limp  and  wet  on 
his  bowed  hut  bony  frame.  Pearls 
of  perspiration  mixed,  no  doubt, 
with  tears — glistened  on  his  bearded 
face  as  he  listened. 
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It  was  drawing  near  the  time  for 
the  late  rice  now,  so  with  one  mind 
priest  and  people  knelt  for  an  evening 
prayer  before  they  separated. 

“Ten  shu  no  on  haha  Sei  Maria, 
Tsumibito  . . . But  what  was  that 
disturbance  at  the  gate  house?  A 
struggle  over  there  by  the  wall ! Per- 
haps the  soldiers  of  the  local  Shogun ! 

“But  I must  see  the  Honorable 
Foreign  One,”  a voice  echoed  weakly. 

It  was  only  the  voice  of  a boy  so 
the  prayer  continued: 

“Ima  mo  rinju  no  toki  mo 
inori.  . . .” 

“Yes,  Sir!  It  is  very  important. 
Please  let  me  speak  with  him.”  Again 
in  that  childish  treble. 

Father  Beatus  blessed  himself  and 
moved  around  the  group  to  see  the 
author  of  this  request.  He  looked 
over  the  spry  and  cleanly  clad  little 
gentleman  of  about  ten  years. 

“What  is  it,  my  boy?”  he  asked. 

“Honorable  One  of  the  Spiritual 
Way,  I,  too,  want  to  be  a member 
of  your  religion  and  then  perhaps  1, 
too,  can  die  with  them  and  so  enter 
into  their  heaven  of  delights.” 

The  father  had  often  heard  similar 
requests  but  never  from  one  so  young. 

“You  have  not  yet  received  the 
cleansing  waters”? 

“No,  Father.” 

“What  gave  you  this  idea,  my 
son?” 

“My  friend  Jimmy  radiated  such 
other-worldly  happiness  when  he  was 
dying  today;  I would  like  to  join 
him.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  the 
Holy  Teaching?”  inquired  the  priest. 

“Oh,  yes.  Honorable  Father.  I 
learned  by  heart  all  the  important 
answers  in  the  religious  book,  just 
like  Jimmy  and  his  family.  His  father 
taught  us.  They  all  went  to  heaven 
today  and  left  me  behind.” 

When  the  priest  had  questioned  the 
lad  the  truth  of  his  assertions  became 
evident.  He  knew  the  answers  to  all 
the  questions  and  could  say  the  chief 
prayers  in  Latin  with  such  a lisping 


fervor  and  seriousness  that  all  were 
deeply  impressed. 

“He  is  the  son  of  Mr.  Uchibori,  a 
noble  and  upright  man,  a friend  of 
the  Otaka  family  that  died  for  the 
Faith  today,”  the  head  Christian  ex- 
plained to  the  priest. 

Evening  was  coming  on  and  that 
tear-dimmed  pleading  look  in  the  lad’s 
eyes  decided  the  priest.  The  assembled 
Catholics  brought  water  and  wit- 
nessed the  solemn  words  “PETER,  I 
BAPTIZE  THEE ” 

No  sooner  had  the  saving  waters 
washed  his  brow  than  the  boy  seemed 
changed  from  an  infant  into  an 
apostle.  He  preached  the  glories  of 
the  Faith  and  instructed  all  who  would 
listen  with  such  fearlessness,  urgency, 
zeal  and  inspiration,  that  within  a 
few  weeks  he  brought  his  own  family 
and  near  relatives  to  the  priest  for 
Baptism. 


“Turn  all  occasions  to  thy 
spiritual  profit,  so  that  the  good 
examples  thou  mayest  see  or 
hear  of,  may  stir  thee  up  to 
imitate  them.” — The  Imitation  of 
Christ.  Chap.  25,  Ver.  5. 


Little  Peter  was  a proud  apostle 
that  day  in  July  as  he  knelt  in  prayer 
watching  his  father  and  mother,  older 
sister  and  three  brothers,  become,  like 
him,  eligible  for  the  martyr’s  crown. 

“If  we  were  to  die  now,”  Peter 
whispered  to  his  younger  brother 
Francis,  “we  should  all  go  straight 
to  heaven  and  we  would  be  happy 
there  for  all  eternity  with  Jesus  and 
with  Jimmy  and  our  other  friends.” 

But  little  John,  only  four,  had  been 
listening. 

“And  can  I come,  too?”  he  wanted 
to  know. 

“Of  course,”  the  mother  crooned 
as  she  wrapped  the  little  one  in  her 
arms. 

The  newly  baptized  family  knew 
well,  like  all  Catholics  during  those 
critical  days,  what  being  a Christian 
meant.  Only  a few  months  ago — 
shortly  after  our  New  Year  1614 — 
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the  Daifu-Sama  lyesu  had  issued  a 
proclamation  to  the  nation  that  the 
Catholic  religion  must  be  wiped  out; 
and  the  local  Shogun,  a friend  of  the 
powerful  Bonzes,  had  been  fiendishly 
eager  to  carry  out  the  order.  Already 
he  had  commanded  all  Christians  to 
inscribe  their  names  in  his  special 
census  book;  and  so  the  Catholics 
trouped  to  the  city  to  register.  Peter’s 
family  did  not  want  to  be  the  last  to 
put  their  names  on  the  list,  for  they 
hoped  to  win  their  crown. 

It  was  the  custom  in  Japan  at  this 
time  that  children  had  to  suffer  the 
same  punishment  and  fate  as  their 
parents;  and  this  was  a joy  for  the 
Catholics,  because,  loving  their  chil- 
dren passionately,  they  desired  to 
carry  them  to  heaven  in  their  arms. 

Little  Peter,  impetuous  like  the 
first  Peter,  joined  the  Youth  Groups 
and  the  Holy  Cross  Pageant.  Every 
Friday,  literally  asking  for  martyr- 
dom, these  children  paraded  through 
the  street  carrying  the  instruments  of 
Christ’s  passion;  they  recited  prayers 
as  they  went  to  a temporary  Calvary 
and  there,  baring  their  innocent 
shoulders,  they  took  a sharp  dis- 
cipline. As  the  lashes  fell  the  tiny 
victims  did  not  murmur,  but  often 
the  hardened  beholders  wept. 

However,  the  enraged  Bonzes  could 
not  long  endure  such  overt  acts  of 
temerity  and  opposition.  Soon  the 
Shogun  ordered  Peter’s  father  and 
older  brother  to  join  the  conscripts 
going  to  fight  in  the  Korean  wars. 
It  was  really  an  ill-fed  and  ill- 
equipped  army  of  exiles  and  their 
fate  a certain  and  horrible  death. 

Peter  was  the  man  of  the  family 
now.  He  understood  his  duty  to  aid 
and  console  his  mother  in  her  trials. 

“Mother,  our  friends  are  leaving  us 
for  Heaven  every  day  and  we  have 
not  yet  prepared  our  grave  clothes,” 
he  remarked  one  day  as  he  was  eating 
his  fish  and  rice. 

“My  son,  I am  preparing  ours,” 
his  mother  told  him  through  her 
tears.  “But  you  must  not  hurry  Jesus 


into  calling  you;  you  must  await  His 
will  and  ask  for  His  strength.” 

Almost  every  day  the  Bonzes  sent 
representatives  to  question  the  Chris- 
tians and  entice  them  to  apostatize, 
but  little  Peter  seemed  inspired  from 
on  high  and  was  a match  for  their 
lying  tongues  and  false  doctrines. 

More  than  this,  he  went  about  seek- 
ing arguments  about  the  Holy  Faith 
and  disputed  to  the  wonder  of  the 
learned  pagans.  He  visited  the  mar- 
ket place  and  the  execution  grounds 
every  day  to  encourage  the  feeble 
ones  who  would  sometimes  run  from 
the  terror  of  the  fire  or  sword  to  save 
their  lives  by  apostasy. 

Peter  would  run  over  to  such  a one 
and  say : 

“Look!  there  is  a great  crown  for 
you  if  you  persevere  just  a moment 
longer.  It  is  all  over  in  an  instant. 
You  will  not  feel  the  pain.  I’ll  ask 
Jesus  to  bear  it  for  you.  Recall  all 
the  agony  He  endured  for  us.”  Then 
he  would  take  the  crucifix  from 
around  his  tiny  neck  and  urge,  “come 
on  back  with  me  to  your  cross.  Don’t 
make  Jesus  sad.  Don’t  lose  your 
eternal  reward.” 


“All  that  you  believe  capable 
of  satisfying  you,  apart  from 
God,  will  satisfy  you  never.” — 
Just  de  Bretenieres,  Martyred  in 
Korea. 


The  crowds  were  daily  astonished 
and  the  leaders  enraged  that  his 
earnest  pleading  won  the  poor  suffer- 
ing souls  back  to  their  stakes  to  die 
with  their  companions. 

Peter  suffered  silently  with  his 
mother  the  day  his  only  sister  was 
taken  away  and  dragged  naked 
through  the  street  with  other  maidens 
while  the  soldiers  and  the  Bonzes 
jeered.  These  young  girls,  in  order 
to  render  themselves  repugnant  to  the 
crowds  and  thus  save  their  virginity, 
had  slashed  their  faces  and  breasts 
with  knives  till  they  were  horrible 
with  blood  and  gaping  wounds.  Peter 
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looked  on  dry-eyed  as  his  sister’s  soul 
went  up  to  Heaven. 

“Mother,  our  own  Mary  is  in 
Heaven  now,”  Peter  consoled  his 
stricken  mother.  “She  is  praying  for 
us  all,  asking  Jesus  to  make  us  brave.” 

Little  Frank  was  only  eight  but 
he  kept  insisting  that  he  wanted  to 
go  with  Mary.  And  he  did  not  have 
long  to  wait. 

Peter  was  brought  home  beaten  and 
bruised  only  three  nights  later.  The 
mother  had  heard  from  friends  that 
Peter  and  some  friends  from  the  Holv 
Cross  pageant  were  in  trouble  with 
the  authorities  and  she  had  dressed 
herself  and  the  two  young  brothers 
in  their  burial  clothes  to  be  ready  to 
go  and  die  with  him. 

The  Bonzes  and  a curious  crowd 
and  some  soldiers  made  promises, 
enticed  and  threatened,  in  order  to 
get  Peter  or  the  mother  to  apostatize, 
but  all  to  no  avail. 

“We  will  cut  off  the  fingers  of  the 
younger  children  one  by  one,”  they 
told  the  mother.  “Which  shall  we 
begin  with?” 

“That  is  your  affair,  not  mine,” 
answered  the  heart-broken  mother. 

“Cut  off  mine  first,  and  then  my 
brother’s.  Cut  them  all  off.  God  will 
see  to  it  that  we  are  courageous  under 
suffering,”  Peter  informed  them. 

They  cut  off  Peter’s  thumbs,  and 
then  Frank  and  little  John  in  their 
turn  walked  over  to  the  officer  and 
offered  their  tiny  hands  to  be  muti- 
lated with  a courage  and  serenity  that 
made  the  bystanders  weep. 

“Look  how  beautiful  our  hands 
are,”  Peter  was  heard  to  say,  “they 
are  all  bloody,  like  the  hands  of  Jesus 
on  the  Cross.” 

The  poor  mother  was  squatting  on 
the  straw  floor  with  her  head  bowed 
in  sorrow  and  her  eyes  blinded  with 
tears  as  she  kissed  the  bleeding  hands 


of  her  children.  One  of  the  officers, 
more  enraged  and  sadistic  than  the 
others,  with  a stroke  of  his  sword, 
cut  off  her  head.  Then  the  three  boys 
were  dragged  off  before  the  court 
in  the  public  square  to  be  executed. 

Peter  had  to  help  little  John.  He 
wrapped  the  thumbless  hands  in  his 
tunic  and  aided  him  along  as  he 
could  not,  with  his  toddling  gait,  keep 
up  with  the  soldiers. 

Peter  kept  telling  them,  “don’t  be 
afraid,  now.  We  must  enter  Heaven 
smiling.”  So  they  kept  repeating 
with  Peter,  “Jesus  and  Mary,  we  want 
to  go  to  Heaven  with  you.” 

When  they  arrived  before  the  court 
they  followed  Peter’s  every  move. 

“Kneel  here  on  the  ground  with 
me.  Loosen  your  collars  now  and 
join  your  hands.  Now  bow  your 
head.  Dear  Jesus,  you  are  in  Heaven 
with  your  Mother.  We  want  to  go 
with  our  mother,  too.”  They  prayed 
their  simple  prayers  and  then  looked 
up  smiling  at  the  rough  executioner 
as  a sign  that  they  were  ready.  That 

hardened  warrior  was  so  unnerved 

that  he  sheathed  his  sword  and 

walked  away. 

Two  others  attempted  the  deed  but 
the  smiling  innocence  of  the  children 
disarmed  them. 

At  last  a hired  slave  was  ordered 
to  come,  and  he  hacked  and  hewed 
till  the  little  martyrs  died. 

Thus  Peter  gained  his  crown. 

4:  * « 

Epilogue:  “If  love  is  as  strong  as 
death  then  never  was  such  stupendous 
strength  shown  as  that  by  which  the 
Japanese  child  martyrs  manifested  to 
the  world  how  immense  was  their  love 
for  Jesus  and  Mary.” 

Plea:  We  know  that  the  Catholic 
children  in  Japan  today  have  the  same 
constancy,  fervor,  courage  and  love  of 
God.  What  a tower  of  strength  for  the 
Church  if  all  the  children  there  knew 
God.  Are  we  doing  our  share  to  bring 
the  Japanese  to  God? 


“Cor  unum  et  anima  una” — one  heart  and  one  mind.  Such  words  can  come 
only  from  God  Himself.  Is  not  this  the  link  which  unites  all  Christians?  Is  it 
not  this  feeling  which  creates  the  Missionary,  the  Priest,  the  Christian 
Brother,  the  Sister? — Blessed  Theophane  Venard,  Martyred  in  Tonquin. 
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The 

King^s  Evil 

By 

R.J.  PELOW 

S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  OCTOBER 


A MEDICAL  dictionary  will  inform  you  that  scrofula  is  a constitutional, 
tuberculous  condition  characterized  by  glandular  swelling  in  the  neck 
and  inflammation  of  the  joints.  Formerly  it  was  a term  applied  to  all 
tubereulous  afflietions  except  those  of  the  lungs.  It  is  most  common  in  child- 
hood. But  its  medical  history  is  far  more  interesting  than  its  technical  defini- 
tion. Scrofula  was  called  “The  King’s  Evil”  because  it  was  said  to  be  eured 
at  the  touch  and  intercession  of  the  kings  of  France  and  England.  Historians 
tell  us  that  St.  Remi  eonferred  this  power  of  “touching  for  the  evil”  on  the 
kings  of  France,  and  in  England  it  was  first  exercised  by  St.  Edward  the 
Confessor.  While  prayers  of  intercession  were  said,  the  king  would  touch 
the  scrofula  victim  and  invest  him  with  a medal  of  St.  Michael,  which  was 
called  the  touchpieee.  Without  doubt  this  eeremony  performed  by  a king  was 
sometimes  the  oeeasion  of  cures. 

A penny  catechism  will  inform  you  that  sin  is  any  wilful  thought,  word, 
deed  or  omission  contrary  to  the  law  of  God.  In  his  Confessions,  St.  Augustine 
deseribes  it  as  leaving  the  soul  deformed,  filthy,  spotted,  ulcerous,  as  a 
physieal  disease  leaves  the  body.  And  like  serofula,  sin  could  be  called  “The 
King’s  Evil”  because  it,  too,  was  removed  at  the  touch  of  a King,  Christ  the 
King.  Scripture  tells  us  of  a man  afflicted  with  palsy,  being  brought  to  Christ 
the  King.  Not  only  was  the  man  cured,  but  Christ  forgave  him  his  sins. 

Indeed,  sin  can  be  called  “The  King’s  Evil”  for  only  power  that  extends 
beyond  the  realm  of  this  world  and  is  bound  up  with  the  eternal  ean  remove 
it.  And  on  Oetober  29th,  of  this  Holy  Year,  we  celebrate  the  glorious  Feast 
of  Christ  the  King — our  Redeemer,  who  has  purchased  our  redemption  from 
sin  by  His  death  on  the  throne  of  the  Cross.  Every  loyal  subject  should  mark 
the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King  by  glorifying  Him  in  the  sanctuary  of  his  own 
soul — by  a good  Confession  wherein  is  removed  “The  King’s  Evil.” 


“Pilate  therefore  said  to  him:  Thou  art  then  a king?  Jesus  answered:  Thou 
sayest  it:  I am  a King.”  (John,  XVIII,  37). 
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Seibo 

Flashes 


YOU  have  already  read  about 
Seibo,  my  parish  in  Santo 
Domingo,  in  these  pages.  How- 
ever, here  are  a few  random  shots 
that  may  be  news. 

Baptisms 

This  Sunday  afternoon,  with  my 
pipe  drawing  perfectly,  I sit  on  the 
porch  with  the  March  issue  of  “The 
Priest”.  Lizards  chasing  each  other 
on  the  dry  concrete  pause  now  and 
then  to  spear  an  unwary  ant.  Lazy 
beggar,  that  one!  He  has  chased 
away  all  opposition,  and  is  parked 
in  front  of  a long  line  of  ants  leisurely 
snapping  them  up  as  they  come  along. 
More  power  to  him ! Now  who  is  that 
in  the  front  office?  ...  It  was  a 
party  for  baptism.  You  see,  here  in 
Seibo,  there  is  no  fixed  time  for 
baptisms.  At  almost  any  hour  some- 
one may  come  in  with  a child  to  be 
baptized;  traditionally,  he  has  been 
accommodated  except  during  the 
sacred  hours  of  meal  time  and  siesta. 
Unfortunately,  parents  wait  until  the 
godparents  “get  around”  to  it,  and 
as  a result  often  a child  has  to  wait 
ten  or  fifteen  years  for  baptism,  be- 
cause the  “padrinos”  (godparents) 
live  in  different  parts  of  the  country. 

Attendance  at  Mass 
This  morning  we  had  a good  crowd 
of  farmers,  or  “camposinos”,  attend- 
ing the  last  Mass.  Every  Sunday 
there  is  a group  of  from  30  to  50 
men  from  the  country  at  Mass  and 


The  Author  is  from  Toronto. 
Since  his  ordination  in  1939,  he 
spent  several  years  in  China, 
during  which  time  he  tasted  the 
bitter  experiences  of  life  in  a 
concentration  camp.  Over  two 
years  ago,  he  was  sent  to  our 
Missions  in  Santo  Domingo,  and 
for  the  past  several  months  has 
been  in  charge  of  the  important 
parish  of  Seibo  and  its  thirty 
Missions. 


Communion.  After  Mass  they  have 
coffee  “on  the  house”.  This  is  fol- 
lowed by  a doctrine  class  of  from 
one  to  two  hours  duration.  We 
spend  about  $5.00  to  feed  them,  and 
this  without  doubt  is  the  best  spent 
money  in  the  parish.  For  these  men 
return  home,  teach  their  neighbours 
and  other  members  of  their  families, 
by  word  and  example,  that  it  pays 
here  and  hereafter  to  he  good  prac- 
tising Catholics.  Their  wives  and 
sisters  come  in  on  the  First  Fridays 
and  First  Saturdays  to  fill  the  church 
to  overflowing.  None  of  these  people 
have  cars^ — not  even  the  old  reliable 
Models  “A”  & “T”.  Some  come  on 
horse  or  mule,  others  on  their  own 
“shank’s  mare”,  travelling  an  aver- 
age distance  of  six  or  seven  miles. 
God  bless  them!  They  are  awaken- 
ing this  parish  of  some  50,000  souls. 

Processions 

So  far  in  this  month  of  June  we 
have  had  four  processions  in  town. 
There  was  the  monthly  rosary  pro- 
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in  the  June  13th  procession  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima,  the  girls  formed  an  "angelic  guard" 
and  the  altar  boys  led  the  way. 


cession  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  on  the  13th.  June  13th  is 
also  the  feast  of  San  Antonio.  His 
statue,  too,  is  traditionally  carried 
through  the  streets.  This  year  we 
had  this  procession  in  the  morning 
after  Mass,  so  that  it  would  not  inter- 
fere with  the  evening  ceremony.  June 
16th  brought  the  feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  and  another  procession.  Mem- 
bers of  the  Confraternity  carried 
candles  in  long  lines  on  each  side 
of  the  Statue.  On  June  8th,  the  feast 
of  Corpus  Christi,  there  was  held  the 
usual  procession  with  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

Jeep  Troubles 

You  must  have  read  about  the  con- 
stant struggle  we  have  had  with  our 
Jeeps.  Slowly,  but  inexorably,  with 
every  mission  trip,  it  became  increas- 
ingly evident  who  was  going  to  win. 
Stubbornly  we  held  on — replacing 
worn  out  parts  and  enriching  the 
mechanics.  The  Jeep  in  the  parish 
of  Bayaguana  was  the  first  to  resign. 


Pastor,  Father  “Jim”  Walsh,  did  not 
mind  so  much;  he  still  had  his  mule. 
A year  or  so  later,  the  “Pride  of 
Bani”  also  had  run  “the  last  mile 
home”.  This  was  followed  shortly 
after  by  the  collapse  of  the  “Blue 
Demon”  of  Hato  Mayor,  and  finally 
by  the  demise  of  our  own  Seibo 
Jeep.  The  first  three  Jeeps  simply 
abdicated  due  to  worn  out  parts.  The 
Seibo  pride  and  joy  died  in  battle. 
From  a village  called  Miches,  where 
I was  staying  a few  days  on  a mission 
trip,  I had  sent  the  Jeep  back  to  Seibo 
with  a local  driver.  On  the  trip  he 
sailed  into  a ditch.  Fortunately,  he 
received  only  a few  scratches;  but  it 
was  the  death  blow  for  the  Jeep. 

Opportunely,  the  good  people  of 
my  own  St.  James’  Parish,  Toronto, 
gave  a very  considerable  sum  towards 
the  purchase  of  a NEW  JEEP.  The 
collection  took  place  before  the  acci- 
dent, while  the  Jeep  still  had  some 
life.  Now  that  my  old  Jeep  is  dead, 
no  one  could  care  less  than  yours 
truly.  Thank  you,  all,  for  so  sub- 
stantially helping  us  to  carry  out 
orders:  “Go  teach  ye  all  nations”. 


The  old  jeep's  last  ride. 


SCARBORO  PRIEST  APPOINTED  TO  PAPAL  DIPLOMATIC  STAFF 

Rev.  Michael  R.  MacSween,  S F.M.,  Boisdale,  N.S.,  has  heeii  selected 
to  act  as  Secretary  to  His  Excellency  Archbishop  Lardone,  Papal  Nuncio 
to  Santo  Domingo  and  Haiti.  By  permission  of  the  Holy  See,  Father 
MacSween  hecomes  a Member  of  the  Papal  Diplomatic  Staff. 
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He  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the 
dispensary  and  watched  me 
as  I stuck  labels  on  bottles  of 
medicine. 

“Come  on  in,  Jimmie,”  I invited. 
“Help  me  to  finish  this  job.” 

He  joined  me  at  my  work  but  said 
nothing.  This  was  not  like  the  boy, 
and  I wondered  what  was  wrong. 

After  a few  minutes  he  put  a bottle 
down  on  a shelf  and  turning  to  me, 
said,  “Shen  Fu,  I am  going  away  in 
the  morning  to  join  the  army.” 

I motioned  him  to  a chair.  “Sit 
down,”  I said.  “We’ll  talk  this  over.” 
Jimmie  sat  down  but  would  say 
nothing;  he  just  sat  there  and  stared 
into  space. 

“Come  on,  Jimmie,”  I coaxed. 
“You  better  tell  me  all  about  it.” 

But  the  boy  said  nothing. 

Finally  I sat  down  myself  and  be- 
gan to  talk. 

“All  right,  my  boy,”  I said.  “Let 
me  tell  you  all  about  it.  Your  mother 
died  when  you  were  a baby  and  your 
father  married  again.  His  second  wife 
was  a widow  with  a daughter.  To 
unite  the  two  families  you  were 
promised  in  marriage  to  your  step- 
mother’s daughter.  It  has  always 
been  understood  that  when  you 
reached  the  age  of  twenty  you  would 
marry  Mei  Lin  and  bring  her  back 
from  her  father’s  home  to  her 
mother.” 

I hesitated  a moment  and  then  con- 
tinued, “And  now,  Jimmie,  you  are 
in  love  with  Mary  Wong.” 

Page  Twelve 


He  stared  at  me  in  amazement. 
“But,  Shen  Fu,”  he  exclaimed,  “how 
could  you  know  all  this?  I’ve  never 
told  anyone.” 

“There  is  very  little  a Spiritual 
Father  does  not  know  about  his  con- 
verts,” I explained.  “And  when  a 
priest  is  as  fond  of  one  as  I am  of 
you,  he  makes  a special  effort  to  find 
out  all  he  can  about  him.  As  for 
you  being  in  love  with  Mary — why, 
everyone  knows  about  that.  Both  of 
you,  when  the  gang  is  in  here,  show 
it  every  time  your  glances  meet.” 

Then  Jimmie  did  something  a 
Chinese  very  seldom  does.  He  began 
to  cry.  He  cried  in  gasping  sobs  of 
anguish. 

I said  nothing.  I just  let  him  cry. 
Finally  he  had  himself  under  control 
and  begged  me,  “Please,  Shen  Fu, 
help  me,  help  me!  Tell  me  what  to 
do!  I’ll  do  anything  you  advise.” 

“Offhand,  Jimmie,  I can  see  no 
solution,”  I said.  “Joining  the  army 
is  not  going  to  solve  anything.  But 
how  about  giving  God  a chance? 
How  about  going  to  daily  Holy  Com- 
munion? I have  often  told  you  that 
the  greatest  contributing  factor  to  ] 
my  own  happiness,  here  in  Lanchi,  I 
is  my  daily  Mass.  I know  you  go  to 
Holy  Communion  every  Sunday  and 
you  are  a good  Catholic.  I am  very 
proud  of  you.  But,  Jimmie,  boy,  you  ; 
have  to  make  a special  effort  if  you  j 
want  special  help.  Now  that  you  have 
left  school  and  are  in  business  with 
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your  father,  you  could  easily  slip  into 
the  Church  in  the  mornings.” 

Jimmie  put  on  his  lovable  smile 
and  got  up  to  leave.  “I’ll  try,  Shen 
Fu,”  he  said.  “I’ll  forget  about  the 
army  if  you  insist.” 

For  months  after,  Jimmie  Zi  was 
a daily  communicant  in  our  Church 
at  Lanchi.  We  didn’t  refer  to  the 
subject  again  and  Jimmie,  in  true 
Christian  custom,  avoided  Mary  com- 
pletely. He  would  leave  the  Mission 
if  Mary  happened  to  drop  in  with 
the  gang. 

Mary  Wong  was  Lanchi’s  loveliest 
girl — voted  so,  by  the  students  of  the 
local  high  school,  year  after  year. 
And  voted  the  most  popular  girl  by 
the  co-eds. 

And  Jimmie  was  tousled-haired 
with  a smile  that  would  melt  the 
hardest  heart. 

Both  born  of  rich  families  and 
bred  in  culture,  these  two  had  dared 
to  break  an  ancient  Chinese  custom. 
They  had  dared  to  fall  in  love. 

I could  see  no  solution  to  their 
problem.  I tried  to  talk  with  Jimmie’s 
father  about  it,  but  he  was  determined 
that  his  son  would  marry  his  step- 
daughter. He  had  promised  and 
nothing  would  make  him  break  that 
promise. 

When  I was  preparing  to  leave 


Lanchi,  Jimmie  dropped  in  to  help 
me  pack. 

I said:  “Any  solution  yet,  for  your 
difficulties,  Jimmy?” 

He  looked  directly  at  me  and  I 
could  see  tears  in  his  eyes. 

“Yes,  there  is,”  he  said.  “I  am 
going  to  marry  the  girl  my  parents 
want  me  to  marry.  I have  talked  it 
over  with  Mary.  We  have  agreed 
that  there  is  enough  sorrow  in  our 
families  without  inflicting  any  more 
suffering  on  our  parents. 

“If  you  are  reconciled,”  I said, 
“why  are  you  so  sad  now?” 

“I  am  sad,  Shen  Fu,”  he  said,  “be- 
cause you  are  leaving  us — you,  who 
gave  birth  to  my  soul.” 

A few  weeks  later  I left  Lanchi 
in  a box  car,  and  as  the  train  pulled 
out  I stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  car 
and  waved  to  a crowd  of  my  Lanchi 
friends  who  had  come  down  to  the 
station  to  see  me  off.  I could  see 
Jimmie  and  Mary  among  the  group. 

That  may  be  the  last  time  I will 
ever  see  them,  but  I will  never  forget 
Jimmie’s  last  words  to  me,  just  as  I 
boarded  the  train. 

“Don’t  worry  about  me,  Shen  Fu,” 
he  said.  “My  tiny  troubles  count  so 
little,  compared  to  what  so  many 
other  people  are  suffering.  How  can 
I complain  when  others  today  are 
dying  for  the  Faith?” 
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A young  lady  after  a broken  engage- 
ment returned  all  the  gent’s  letters 
marked,  “Fourth  Class  Male.” 

★ 

“I  like  work;  it  fascinates  me.  I can 
sit  and  look  at  it  for  hours.” 

★ 

One  sweet  young  thing  arrived  at  her 
first  ball  game  during  the  fifth  inning. 
“The  score  is  nothing  to  nothing,”  she 
heard  a fan  say.  , 

“Oh,  good,”  she  cooed  to  her  escort. 
“Then  we  haven’t  missed  a thing.” 

★ 

Spike  Jones  tells  about  the  irate  wife 
of  a movie  star  who  had  gone  off  fish- 
ing and  left  her  alone.  Asked  where  her 
husband  might  be,  she  replied,  “Just 
go  down  to  the  bridge  and  look  around 
until  you  find  a pole  with  a worm  on 
each  end!” 

★ 

Horace  Greeley,  who  always  insisted 
that  the  word  “news”  was  plural,  once 
wired  to  a reporter:  “Are  there  any 
news?” 

The  reply  came  back  by  wire:  “Not 
a new.” 

★ 

A jobber’s  family  was  sitting  down 
to  dinner  recently,  when  his  daughter 
said,  “Daddy,  why  can’t  we  pray  just 
once  a week — or  maybe  once  a month? 
Do  we  have  to  ask  for  our  daily  bread 
every  day?” 

Her  younger  brother  looked  up  scorn- 
fully. “Gosh,  but  you’re  a dope.  D’ye 
suppose  we  wanna  get  stale  bread?” 

★ 

A village  parson  rode  beside  the 
driver  as  the  somewhat  dilapidated  taxi 
made  its  way  across  the  Alberta  foot- 
hills to  the  railway  station.  En  route, 
a salesman  got  on  for  a third  of  the 
distance  and  the  driver  charged  him  full 
fare  for  the  entire  trip.  The  parson  re- 
garded such  action  sinful  and  asked  the 
driver  where  he  could  find  scriptural 
teachings  to  cover  such  behavior.  The 
driver  pondered  the  question  then  re- 
plied, “He  was  a stranger,  and  I took 
him  in.” 


A Seattle  chest  X-ray  worker  thought 
she  saw  a familiar  face  in  the  line  of 
persons  being  X-rayed,  asked  the 
woman  if  she  hadn’t  already  had  an 
X-ray. 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  woman.  “I’ve 
had  three  already.  The  first  didn’t  help 
me,  but  after  the  second  one  I began 
feeling  a lot  better.  I don’t  have  to  stop 
taking  treatments,  do  I?” 

★ 

“Miss  Jones,”  said  the  science  pro- 
fessor, “would  you  care  to  tell  the  class 
what  happens  when  a body  is  immersed 
in  water?” 

“Sure,”  said  Miss  Jones.  “The  tele- 
phone rings.” 

★ 

A visitor  sightseeing  in  New  York 
City  fell  into  conversation  with  a Negro 
who  began  to  point  out  places  of  in- 
terest with  enthusiastic  civic  pride.  As 
they  approached  a courthouse,  the  self- 
appointed  guide  proclaimed:  “And  that 
am  the  place  where  they  dispense  with 
justice!” 

★ 

The  woman  called  to  the  stand  was 
handsome  but  no  longer  young.  The 
judge  gallantly  instructed,  “Let  the  wit- 
ness state  her  age,  after  which  she  may 
be  sworn.” 

★ 

After  Sunday  morning  services  in  a 
Boston  church,  a woman  stayed  to  chat 
with  a friend,  leaving  her  purse  on  the 
seat.  When  she  returned  for  her  purse, 
it  was  gone,  but  she  quickly  found  it 
in  the  possession  of  the  clergyman  him- 
self. 

“I  thought  I had  better  hold  it,”  he 
said.  “You  must  remember  that  there 
are  some  in  the  congregation  so  simple 
that  they  might  consider  it  an  answer 
to  prayer.” 

★ 

“You  ought  to  feel  highly  honored, 
young  man,”  said  the  big  business-man 
to  the  life  insurance  agent.  “Do  you 
know  that  today  I have  refused  to  see 
seven  insurance  men?” 

“I  know,”  replied  the  agent,  “I’m 
them.” 
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SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 


ANNUAL  BAZAAR 

NOVEMBER  15 

COLUMBUS  HALL,  TORONTO 

Corner  Sherbourne  and  Linden  Sts. 

You  Can  Help  Now 

by: 

* Donating  articles  to  sell  in  booths. 

* Buying  or  helping  to  sell  books  of  tickets  on  the  Grand  Draw. 

* Offering  your  personal  service  to  work  at  the  Bazaar. 

(The  service  of  both  men  and  women  is  required.) 

Address  all  communications: 

REV.  J.  McGOEY,  S.F.M., 

Scarboro  House, 

60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
or  Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 


Ever  before  her  (the  Church’s)  eyes  has  been  the 
vision  of  the  Master  on  Olivet’s  heights;  ever  ringing 
in  her  ears  has  been  the  Saviour’s  last  command: 
^'Going  therefore  teach  ye  all  nations.”  So  faithfully 
has  she  discharged  her  task  down  through  the  cen- 
turies that  if  today  the  Invisible  Head  were  once  again 
to  put  the  question  to  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles — the 
Successor  of  St.  Peter — ^^Peter,  lovest  thou  Me  more 
than  these?” — a Patrick  would  arise — an  Augustine — a 
Boniface — a Francis  Xavier — a Las  Casas — a Lalemant 
— a Brebeuf — and  a host  of  others;  they  would  call 
upon  their  converts  in  every  age,  in  every  land,  who  in 
their  turn  would  rise — people  of  North,  South,  East 
and  West,  people  of  every  color  and  every  tongue,  who 
would  reply  in  one  voice:  ^^Lord,  we  are  the  answer; 
we  can  testify  that  truly  he  has  always  loved  Thee.” 

— Rt.  Rev.  A.  T.  Lellis,  D.P. 
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By  R.  ROBERTS  S.F 


rT~lHE  building  of  the  C.P.R.  through 
/ the  West  and  the  resultant  desire 
for  cheap  labor  marks  the  begin- 
ning of  Chinese  immigration  into  Cana- 
da. In  comparison  with  wage  standards 
in  China  the  pittance  paid  hy  the  con- 
structors of  the  C.P.R.  seemed  fabulous 
to  these  new  immigrants.  Fortunately, 
the  Chinese  are  a thrifty  race  and  from 
their  small  daily  wage  most  of  them 
were  able  to  save  a portion.  With  these 
savings  they  later  established  themselves 
as  gardeners,  laundry  men,  restaurant 
keepers  and  proprietors  of  small  stores. 

As  most  of  the  railway  construction 
work  on  which  the  Chinese  were  engaged 
was  in  British  Columbia,  and  as  the  ports 
of  entry  from  the  Orient  are  Vancouver 
and  Victoria,  it  is  natural  that  most  of 
these  early  Chinese  immigrants  estab- 
lished themselves  in  that  province  and 
particularly  in  those  two  cities.  Their 
thrifty  habits  have  resulted  in  a present 
day  generation  of  Chinese  who  are 
owners  and  operators  of  business  con- 
cerns which  include  mechanized  farms, 
modern  laundry  and  dry  cleaning  estab- 
lishments, manufacturing  concerns 
covering  a variety  of  merchandise, 
wholesale  fruit  and  vegetable  markets 
operating  large  fleets  of  modern  trucks 
importing  and  exporting  firms  of  major 
importance,  and  restaurants  that  are  a 


VICTORIA  MISSION 
852  North  Park  St. 
Opened  November  1939 
First  Pastor: 

Rev.  Wm.  Matte,  S.F.M. 
Present  Pastor: 

Rev.  Lome  McFarland,  S.F.M. 
Sisters  in  charge  of  school: 
Sisters  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels, 
Sherbrooke,  P.Q. 


“greasy  spoon”  variety 
In  the  Professional  fc 


far  cry  from  the 
of  former  years 

field,  this  generation  of  Chinese  num 
hers  those  who  hold  diplomas  from  k 
McGill’s  and  Queen’s  for  medicine,  the  fj 
University  of  Toronto  for  dentistry,  and  fc 
the  University  of  British  Columbia  for  pi 
engineering,  chemistry  and  law.  |l 

This  modern  advance  in  the  social  liid 
status  of  the  Canadian  Chinese  has  not  jisl] 
been  obtained  without  struggle.  From  [ep 
the  very  first  day  their  forefathers  set  frd 
foot  upon  our  Western  shore  they  metj 
with  bitter  opposition,  discrimination,  *es 
and  oftentimes  cruel  persecution.  Per- 
chance the  biggest  factor  in  raising  these 
people  to  their  present  high  standing  in  |li 
the  social  and  business  world  was  thejljf 


'mil 


revision  of  that  monstrous  Immigration 
Law  which  forbade  the  earlier  Chineseinl 
immigrants  to  bring  their  wives  into 
this  new  land.  This  law  was  later  made 
less  rigorous — a wife  could  be  brought 
from  China  for  the  payment  of  a large 
Immigration  Fee. 

Unfortunately,  the  hard  struggle  for 
existence,  the  bad  example  of  otherjjiissii 
Canadians  and  the  influence  of  a Godlessitfepp^ 
Public  School  System,  has  raised  a gen-iiiic 
eration  of  Chinese  whose  Philosophy  ofJi«i( 
Life  is  definitely  materialistic. 

It  was  to  these  people  that  Father%^^ 


Sharkey,  in  1933,  and  Father  Matte,  in 
1939,  brought  the  story  of  Christ  andij 
Him  crucified.  Each  established  a Chi-i 
nese  Mission,  the  former  in  Vancouver 
and  the  latter  in  Victoria.  Both  these! 
missions  started  from  humble  begin 
nings — a house  which  served  as  convenl 
and  kindergarten.  The  material  pos 
sessions  of  both  missions  have  grown  tc 
the  extent  of  a church,  a school,  a rec 
tory  and  a convent.  But  these  develop 
ments  have  been  comparatively  recen 
and  they  have  been  obtained  only  by  the 
unstinted  efforts  of  the  two  founders,  the 
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ests  who  have  succeeded  them,  the 
Iders  of  Sisters  who  are  working  with 
Mm,  the  good-will  of  those  Chinese 
o have  shown  an  interest  in  this  work 
promote  their  spiritual  welfare  and 
! Christ-like  co-operation  of  certain 
jtholics  of  these  two  cities. 

While  the  two  missions  can  view  with 
de  the  works  that  have  been  accom- 
shed,  nevertheless  those  in  charge  are 
pply  conscious  of  the  terrific  financial 
rden  their  operation  entails.  The  two 
iiools  are  maintained  solely  through 
■5  sacrifices  of  the  priests  and  sisters  in 
large  and  by  the  good-will  offerings  of 
ferested  Catholics  throughout  Canada. 

should  he  borne  in  mind,  however, 
kt  this  missionary  effort  within  the 
mndaries  of  our  own  country  deserves 
m should  receive  the  sympathy  and 
Mp  of  every  Canadian  Catholic.  While 
her  missionary  works  within  our  land 
ipeive  financial  assistance  from  such 
tpanizations  as  the  Society  for  the 
1 opagation  of  the  Faith  and  the  Cath- 
ie Church  Extension  Society,  these  two 

Issions  do  not.  They  are  in  the  un- 
ppy  position  of  being  considered  as 
ither  foreign  missions  nor  home 
issions.  Yet  both  of  them  are  neces- 
jjry  works  of  God;  both  of  them  were 
funded  for  the  one  purpose  of  bringing 
iirist  to  the  vast  population  of  Canadian 
iiinese.  Let  it  be  remembered  that 


VANCOUVER  MISSION 
568  E.  Georgia  St. 
Opened  December  1933 
First  Pastor: 

Rev.  H.  F.  X.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 

Present  Pastor: 

Rev.  Lawrence  P.  McAuliffe, 
S.F.M. 

Sisters  in  charge  of  school: 
The  Grey  Sisters  of  Pembroke, 
Ont. 


bringing  the  Catholic  Faith  to  the  Chi- 
nese of  our  country  is  essential  to  the 
future  of  Canada.  We  are  a Christian 
nation,  yet  we  stand  by  and  deliberately 
ignore  this  rapidly  expanding  non- 
Christian  element  in  our  midst.  These 
people  are  Canadians!  They  are  not 
transient  foreigners!  They  are  of  us! 
In  not  too  many  years  they  will  form  a 
powerful  element  in  the  political  and 
social  life  of  Canada.  They  will  hold 
high  places  in  the  state,  in  educational 
institutions  and  in  the  professional  and 
business  world.  Whence  will  they 
drive  those  Christian  principles  so 
essential  to  the  good  government  and  the 
educational  and  professional  guidance  of 
a Christian  Nation  unless  they  be  taught 
those  principles?  Awake,  Catholics  of 
Canada!  Awake  to  the  fact  that  the 
Catholic  Education  of  Chinese  boys  and 
girls,  who  in  the  future  well  may  hold 
responsible  positions  in  our  country,  is 
being  denied  simply  because  the  inertia 
of  ignorance  stems  the  flow  of  dollars 
and  cents  so  necessary  to  develop  the 
two  schools  in  Western  Canada  dedicated 
to  that  work. 


Rev.  L.  MacFarland,  S.F.M.,  pastor,  and  the  Sisters  and  pupils  of  the  Mission  School,  Victoria,  B.C. 
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IT  is  a sign  of  great  importance 
that  every  time  Our  Blessed 
Mother  appeared  to  St.  Berna- 
dette at  Lourdes,  She  carried  with 
Her  the  Rosary,  and  that,  during  each 
of  the  six  apparitions  at  Fatima,  She 
spoke  to  the  three  children  about  the 
Rosary;  on  the  13th  of  October,  1917, 
the  day  of  the  stupendous  Miracle 
of  the  Sun,  Mary  called  Herself  the 
Lady  of  the  Rosary.  This  prayer, 
then,  so  sacred  to  God’s  children,  must 
be  very  dear  to  God’s  Mother.  Have 
you  ever  asked  yourself  why  the 
Rosary  is  so  important  and  why  Our 
Blessed  Mother  keeps  emphasizing  it 
in  Her  frequent  apparitions?  The 
Rosary  is  important  for  two  outstand- 
ing reasons:  first,  because  of  the  ex- 
traordinary prayers  that  go  to  make 
up  the  Rosary,  and  secondly,  because 
this  “Chain  of  Prayers  so  Powerful” 
is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a book 
of  meditation  on  the  Life  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  of  His  Blessed  Mother. 

The  constituent  parts  of  the  Rosary 
are  the  Our  Father  and  the  Hail  Mary. 


When  these  two  prayers  are  linked 
together  into  that  precious  chain  that 
binds  us  to  God,  the  Rosary,  we  have 
something  that  is  truly  “out  of  this 
world”,  because  we  have  the  repeti- 
tious recurrence  of  words  that  came 
to  us  from  Heaven  itself. 

Have  you  ever  listened  to  an  artist 
reading  a well-known  poem  over  the 
Radio  to  the  accompaniment  of  a soft 
musical  background?  If  so,  you 
listened  to  the  words  the  artist  en- 
unciated and  you  understood  their 
meaning  with  very  little  concentra- 
tion, simply  because  you  knew  those 
words  so  well,  and  all  the  while  you 
were  enthralled  by  the  captivating 
melody  of  the  accompaniment  which 
told  you  a story  all  its  very  own. 
Now,  the  Rosary  is  just  like  that! 
You  keep  repeating  those  lovely 
prayers  you  know  so  well,  but  while 
doing  so,  thoughts  concerning  the  life 
of  Jesus  Christ,  lived  in  close  contact 
with  Mary,  the  Woman  Who  clothed 
Him  with  Herself,  fill  your  mind. 
You  are  captivated  by  the  Mysteries 


m 


“Pray  for  us  sinners  now  and  at  the  hour  of  our  death.”  Who 
does  not  know  that  those  things  which  Our  Blessed  Mother  is  ever 
asking  for  us  are  the  graces  we  need  to  conquer  the  world,  the 
flesh  and  the  devil,  and  to  advance  in  holiness  of  life?  It  is  because 
of  this  solicitude  on  Her  part  that  She  is  honored  by  God  and  His 
Church  with  the  title:  “Mediatrix  of  All  Grace.” 
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of  His  Life  as  you  think  upon  the 
momentous  happenings  at  Nazareth, 
Bethlehem,  Jerusalem,  Gethsemane,  at 
Pilate’s  Court,  on  the  Hill  of  Calvary ; 
what  can  we  say  of  the  wondrous 
manifestations  of  God’s  love  for  His 
creatures  revealed  between  the  Sun- 
rise of  the  First  Easter  Morn  and  that 
moment  when  Jesus  placed  the  crown 
of  Conquest  on  the  head  of  the 
Woman,  Who,  in  fulfillment  of 
prophecy,  crushed  the  head  of  the 
Serpent. 

The  Rosary  is  a book  which  minds 
well  matured  can  never  fully  under- 
stand; it  is  a book  which  little  chil- 
dren can  “read”  and  comprehend. 
Is  it  any  wonder  then  that  Mary  the 
Mother  of  God  and  the  Mediatrix  of 
All  Grace  said  at  Fatima:  “I  AM  THE 
LADY  OF  THE  ROSARY,  THEY 
MUST  SAY  THE  ROSARY  EVERY 
DAY.”  Yes,  She  said  that  thirty- 
three  years  ago  this  very  month ! 
What  are  we  doing  about  it  today? 
In  vast  regions  of  North  America, 
Father  Patrick  Peyton  and  his  Rosary 
Crusaders  have  literally  knocked  on 
the  doors  of  millions  of  people  and 
have  asked  them  to  answer  this  call, 
sounded  at  Fatima  by  God’s  Mother. 
Millions  have  said  “yes” — I wonder 
how  many  of  those  good  people  are 
still  reciting  their  daily  Family 
Rosary!  Have  you  kept  your 
promise? 

A Shepherd  Leads  His  Flock 

In  the  Archdiocese  of  Boston  some- 
thing very  wonderful  is  taking  place: 
every  evening  at  6:45  a man  kneels 
before  a Radio  microphone  in  his 
own  home;  all  over  the  State  of  Mas- 
sachusetts, mothers,  fathers,  and  their 
children  take  out  their  Rosary  Beads 
and  answer  the  OUR  FATHERS  and 
HAIL  MARYS  that  make  up  the 


LEPANTO 

The  hordes  of  hell  rushed  on  to 
slay. 

Temptation’s  troops  came  down 
on  me. 

But  I grasped  Our  Lady’s  Rosary 

And  through  Her  help  I won  the 
day. 

— H.  F.  X.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 


Rosary;  that  man  is  Boston’s  Arch- 
bishop, The  MOST  REVEREND 
RICHARD  J.  CUSHING.  The  pro- 
ject is  costing  thousands  of  dollars 
a year  but  anyone  who  is  truly  inter- 
ested in  accomplishing  God’s  Will 
does  not  consider  the  cost.  We  are 
sure  that  this  is  the  Will  of  God  be- 
cause Our  Blessed  Mother  insisted  at 
Fatima  on  the  recitation  of  the 
Rosary.  To  prove  the  truth  of  Her 
message  from  Heaven,  She,  by  the 
Power  of  God,  worked  the  unpre- 
cedented Miracle  of  the  Sun,  “the 
greatest  public  miracle  the  world  has 
seen  since  the  days  when  Jesus  walked 
on  this  earth”.  A miracle  foretold 
three  months  in  advance — not  only 
the  fact  of  the  miracle  was  foretold, 
but  even  such  details  as  the  date,  the 
place,  and  the  time ! When  the  Great 
Day  dawned,  more  than  seventy  thou- 
sand people  were  there  to  see  it  and 
see  it  they  did!  It  was  on  that  very 
day  that  Mary  called  Herself  the  Lady 
of  the  Rosary;  it  was  just  before  the 
Miracle  of  the  Sun  took  place  that 
She  said  to  the  three  little  children: 
“THEY  MUST  SAY  THE  ROSARY 
EVERY  DAY.”  If  we  are  interested 
in  carrying  out  the  Will  of  God,  as 
expressed  at  Fatima  through  the  lips 
of  God’s  Own  Mother,  then  let  no  day 
pass  without  our  meditative  recitation 
of  that  precious  prayer  that  in  all 
truth  can  be  called  “THE  CHAIN 
THAT  BINDS  US  TO  GOD.” 


“I  desire  neither  death  nor  life.  Were  Our  Lord  to  offer  me  my  choice,  I 
would  not  choose.  I only  will  what  He  wills,  and  I am  pleased  with  whatever 
He  does.” — The  Little  Flower. 
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Monsignor 

Fraser 

Reports 

From 

Japan 


I ARRIVED  here  last  night.  The 
Bishop  and  a number  of  the 
priests  were  at  the  station  to  meet 
me.  The  trip  across  Japan  was  de- 
lightful, the  scenery  very  beautiful. 
Unlike  China,  where  the  mountains 
are  denuded  of  trees,  the  hills  and 
mountains  here  are  covered  with 
luxuriant  vegetation.  Farmers,  every- 
where, were  engaged  in  planting  the 
rice.  What  struck  me  was  the  teem- 
ing population — hundreds  of  men  and 
women  at  work  in  a field,  in  the  same 
space  as  one  or  two  would  be  seen 
in  America.  They  were  up  to  their 


The  Right  Reverend  John 
Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  founder  of 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  is  a man  fired  by  one 
ideal — the  missions!  Forty-eight 
years  ago,  at  the  age  of  twenty - 
five,  he  made  his  first  mission 
trip  — destination  China.  This 
year,  at  the  advanced  age  of 
seventy- three,  he  again  left 
Canada  to  begin  a missionary 
work  in  Japan — the  reconstruc- 
tion of  a parish  and  church  de- 
stroyed by  the  atomic  blasting  of 
Nagasaki.  Truly  may  these  words 
of  Holy  Scripture  be  applied  to 
him:  “Zeal  for  Thy  house  hath 
eaten  me  up,  O Lord!” 


Queen  of  Martyrs'  Church,  Nagasaki,  before 
the  atom  bomb. 


' 


knees  in  muddy  water,  bent  double, 
tediously  transplanting  rice  plants,  j 
one  by  one,  in  tiny  plots  of  land,  | 
where  every  inch  is  cultivated.  It’s  | 
too  bad  those  industrious  people 
cannot  be  given  some  of  the  land  ? 
lying  idle  in  other  parts  of  the  world.  I 
Many  women,  even  while  working, 
have  babies  strapped  to  their  backs. 

I stopped  off  at  Hiroshima  to  say 
Mass.  The  priests  there  were  noti- 
fied by  wire  to  meet  me,  but  though 
one  came  to  the  station  with  a jeep, 
by  a mix-up,  he  missed  me.  It  was 
5:14  by  daylight  saving  and  pouring 
rain.  I took  a pedi-cab  and  jolted 
along  a rough  road  to  a church,  but 
it  was  the  wrong  one — a Methodist 
church.  Finally  we  found  the  Jesuits’ 
house  and  I said  Mass.  Then  at  7 
a.m.,  I took  the  train  to  Nagasaki. 

Today,  I visited  the  ruined  church 
of  which  I will  have  charge.  It  is 
dedicated  to  the  Queen  of  Martyrs. 

I am  sending  you  pictures  of  the 
church,  taken  before  and  after  the 
atom-bomb  explosion.  It  is  going  to 
be  a big  job,  as  you  shall  see  by  the 
pictures,  to  reconstruct  it.  We  also 
visited  the  ruins  of  the  hig  church 
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of  Urakami,  where  9,000  Christians 
were  killed — ^they  lived  around  the 
church^ — some  of  them  were  in  the 
church  at  the  time.  Also  a convent 
nearby  was  wiped  out  and  all  the 
sisters  killed.  The  Bishop  was  in 
the  car  with  me.  He  said  his  mother, 
brother  and  the  latter’s  four  children 
were  killed.  Altogether  76,000  per- 
sons in  this  city  were  killed  by  the 
atom  blast.  The  Cathedral,  where  I 
am  visiting,  is  now  being  repaired. 
It  is  three  miles  from  the  centre  of 
the  explosion.  We  visited  that  cen- 
tral spot.  A monument  is  erected 
there,  and  a kiosk  containing  relics  of 
the  great  disaster. 


Above:  AAonsignor  Fraser  with  Father  Stokoe,  an  American  Priest  also  working  in  the  Diocese 
of  Nagasaki,  visit  the  Holy  Hill,  the  spot  on  which  twenty-six  martyrs  were  crucified  on 
February  5,  1597.  The  monument  in  the  background  records  the  fact  of  the  crucifixion. 


ty.  * 


Below:  All  that  remained  of  Queen  of  Martyrs  Church  after  the  atom  bomb  fell.  "Last  week," 
(week  of  July  23),  writes  Monsignor  Fraser,  "the  scafFolding  around  the  burned-out  church  was 
erected  and  yesterday,  (July  31),  the  steel  girders  to  support  the  roof  were  delivered  on  the 
premises.  The  steel  workers  begin  work  today.  This  church  was  originally  built  in  1897  on  the 
occasion  of  the  three  hundredth  anniversary  of  the  crucifixion  of  the  twenty-six  martyrs." 


“It  is  not  for  the  pleasure  we  derive  from  it  that  we  should  pray;  we 
must  love  God  alone,  even  should  He  give  us  nothing  in  return.”— Just  de 
Bretenieres,  Martyred  in  Korea. 
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^“In  these  latter  days  a new  in- 
vasion has  o’er  run  the  Island  of 
T rinidad.” 

Trinidad 

Trails 

By 

John  McCarthy 

S.F.M. 

OF  the  many  privileges  that  have 
been  mine  since  that  blessed 
day  when  the  Bishop  coji- 
ferred  upon  me  the  Priesthood  of 
Jesus  Christ,  my  association  with  the 
Trinidad  Pilgrimage  ranks  among 
the  greatest.  I am  deeply  grateful 
to  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima  for 
the  opportunity  I had  of  serving  her, 
during  the  days  of  her  triumphant 
march  through  that  tropical  isle  of 
the  British  West  Indies. 

No  Dirt  Roads  Here 
Before  arriving  in  Trinidad,  I had 
visions  of  mule  trips  made  over  nar- 
row, winding  dirt  trails.  There  may 
be  such,  but  I did  not  see  any. 
Mother  Nature  has  supplied  the  Trin- 
idadians with  a constant  source  of 
road-surfacing  material  that  enables 
them  to  have  hard-surfaced  roads  at 
no  great  cost.  Pitch  Lake,  approxi- 
mately one  hundred  acres  in  area, 
forms  a bituminous  crust  on  its  sur- 
face. This  crust  is  cut,  hauled  to  a 
particular  road-making  project,  mixed 
with  gravel  and  layed.  The  result 
is  that  this  island,  of  one  million  in- 
habitants, boasts  of  roads  that  would 
be  the  joy  of  any  metropolis. 

Mary  Conquers 

There  have  been  many  invasions 
of  Trinidad  since  the  day  the  Nina, 
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"Along  trails  shaded  by  graceful  palm  trees." 


the  Pinta,  and  the  Santa  Maria,  | 

dropped  anchor  in  the  West  Indies. 
Various  conquerors  have  come,  ac-  ; 
companied  by  the  roar  of  guns  and  | 

leaving  wanton  slaughter  in  their 
wake.  Theirs  was  an  authority  up-  ! 

held  by  force  of  arms,  breeding  fear  | 

and  hate.  In  these  latter  days  a new  | 

invasion  has  o’er  run  the  Island  of  i 

Trinidad.  It  is  a peaceful  conquest,  | 

accomplished  by  love  and  blessings.  , 

The  Pilgrim  Virgin  came  to  Trinidad, 
with  the  world-encircling  message  of 
love  and  warning.  Through  her  | 

mouthpiece.  Father  Patrick  Moore,  i 

S.F.M. , she  stressed  that  the  way  to  ; 

peace  and  happiness  was  the  way  of  i 

prayer  and  penance.  | 

Mary’s  Favours  I 

It  was  my  privilege  to  accompany  i 

Father  Moore  on  this  particular  pil-  | 

grimage.  Our  journeyings  led  us  j 

through  seventy-four  principal  and  J 

parish  churches  with  an  additional  j! 

two  hundred  visits  to  various  chapels  'j 

attached  to  convents,  colleges,  sani-  j| 
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toria,  leper  asylums,  prisons  and 
death-cells.  Many,  too,  were  the 
“personal  visits”  made  by  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  to  bed-ridden  patients  in  these 
various  institutions.  I witnessed 
many  “cures”;  but  more  important 
were  the  miracles  of  grace  that  I ex- 
perienced in  the  confessional.  It  is  a 
small  thing  for  the  Mother  of  God 
to  intercede  for  the  restoration  of  a 
withered  hand,  a diseased  lung,  a 
leprous  foot.  It  requires,  only,  that 
the  Creator  replace  the  damaged  cells. 
It  is  a far  greater  miracle  to  soften 
a heart  hardened  by  vicious  habits 
of  sin;  to  convert  a soul  where  greed 
has  replaced  God;  to  substitute  in- 
fidelity with  constancy;  to  instill 
purity  where  lust  has  held  sway;  to 
supplant  hate  with  love.  These,  in- 
deed, are  the  greatest  of  miracles. 

It  is  to  effect  such  wonders  of 
grace  that  she  gave  her  message  at 
Fatima  and  commissioned  her  am- 
bassadors to  carry  that  message 
everywhere— even  to  tiny  Trinidad. 

She  Remains  in  Their  Hearts 

Trinidad  trails  led  Mary  through 
mountains  and  swamps,  through 


Father  John  McCarthy,  S.F.M., 
a native  of  Calgary,  Alta.,  spent 
the  first  years  of  his  priestly  life 
at  the  Chinese  Catholic  Mission, 
Vancouver,  B.C.  Three  years  ago 
he  was  transferred  to  the  Santo 
Domingo  Missions  of  the  Scar- 
boro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 
Father  McCarthy  is  outstanding 
for  his  youth  activities  and  will 
be  long  remembered  in  Vancou- 
ver’s Chinatown  for  his  efforts 
to  promote  a spirit  of  healthful 
competition  and  good  sportsman- 
ship among  the  younger  Chinese. 


beautiful  fields  of  sugar  cane  and 
along  paths  shaded  by  graceful  palm 
trees,  to  reaeh  tiny  villages  and  small 
workers’  settlements.  She  trod  the 
breaker-beaten  sea  shores  to  assoeiate 
with  simple  fisher  folk.  In  all  these 
wanderings,  Mary  has  been  present 
in  a real  and  wonderful  way — not  just 
her  little  wooden  statue,  but  Mary 
herself!  She  has  been  there  and  re- 
mains there  within  the  hearts  and 
souls  of  her  children  whom  she  won 
with  the  simple  plea:  “Come  closer 
to  My  Immaculate  Heart  beeause  I 
love  you.” 


Twilight  along  Trinidad's  shores. 
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A Sidelight  on  Mission  Life  in  Santo  Domingo 


-ABUSOS- 

By 

M.  L.  CURTIN 

S.F.M. 


Bay  rum  is  a standard  hair  tonic,  but  during  the  days  of  Prohibition,  on 
this  continent,  it  was  also  used  internally  by  some  whose  thirst  for 
alcohol  became  very  acute.  In  the  tropics  it  has  another,  and  more 
practical,  use,  applied  externally. 

There  is  a pest  there  known  as  the  abusos,  well  named  indeed.  A tiny 
green  worm,  it  lurks  in  the  grass  and  waits  for  its  unsuspecting  victim.  It 
clings  to  the  ankles,  and  gets  under  the  skin,  literally,  as  well  as  figuratively, 
and  once  there,  has  a field  day.  The  abusos  multiplies  rapidly,  and  seems  to 
move  with  equal  rapidity.  In  a short  time  it  makes  its  presence  felt  all  over 
the  body,  as  far  as  the  arm  pit  and  shoulders.  An  itching  irritation  is  felt, 
and  a rash,  like  prickly  heat,  appears. 

I once  had  the  experience,  because  I made  the  mistake  of  wearing  low 
shoes,  instead  of  high  boots,  while  on  a campo  trip.  A few  days  later  I saw 
the  local  doctor.  As  soon  as  I mentioned  “abusos”,  he  merely  said,  “Bay  rum”. 
In  less  than  a week,  with  a liberal  treatment  of  the  bay  rum,  my  “boarders” 
had  disappeared. 


THE  BURSE  OF  THE  MONTH 

LITTLE  FLOWER  BURSE-$5,000.00 

October  3 is  the  Feast  of  St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus — The  Little  Flower. 

You  can  express  your  devotion  to  her  by  contributing  alms  to  complete  the 
Little  Flower  Burse. 

Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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Dear  Buds: 

Did  you  ever  try  to  build  a play 
house?  You  must  have,  for  nearly 
every  child  tries  to  do  that.  Some- 
times old  sacks  are  used,  or  maybe 
discarded  packing  cases  are  turned 
into  a play  house.  If  you  live  in  a 
section  of  the  country  where  there  are 
lots  of  trees,  perhaps  you  cut  down, 
branches  to  build  your  play  house. 
The  main  thing  is  that  you  wanted 
to  build  a play  house  and  to  do  so 
you  had  to  have  something  to  make 
it  with. 

Missionaries  Are  Builders 

The  Missionary  priests  are  builders, 
dear  Buds.  1 do  not  mean  that  they 
are  always  making  things  out  of  wood 
and  stone.  The  building  they  do  is 
not  done  with  things  you  can  see  and 
hold.  They  are  building  in  souls,  and 
souls,  as  you  know,  cannot  be  seen 
because  they  are  spirits,  as  you  have 
learned  from  your  catechism.  And 
what  are  they  building  in  those  souls? 
They  are  making  beautiful  homes  for 
God.  When  a missionary  priest  bap- 
tizes a pagan,  the  soul  of  that  person 
is  changed  from  a place  where  the 
evil  spirits  lived  into  a wonderful 
palace  where  the  Holy  Ghost  dwells. 

Missionaries  Need  Building 
Material 

Just  as  you  cannot  build  your  play 
house  without  something  to  make  it 
with;,  so,  too,  the  missionary  priest 
cannot  build  houses  for  God  in  the 


souls  of  the  pagan  people  unless  he 
has  the  necessary  building  material. 
Of  course,  you  know  that  the  mis- 
sionary cannot  enter  into  a soul  with 
a hammer,  nails,  and  boards.  Nor 
could  he  drag  an  old  packing  case 
into  a soul.  What  sort  of  building 
material  must  he  need  then?  He 
builds  those  beautiful  houses.  Dear 
Buds,  with  God’s  Grace.  And  how 
does  he  get  that  to  build  with?  It 
comes  through  prayer  and  sacrifice. 
A large  amount  of  that  grace  comes 
through  the  missionary’ s own  prayers 
and  sacrifices,  but  there  are  so  many 
souls  in  which  he  must  build  and  so 
much  building  material  is  needed, 
that  the  missionary  looks  around  for 
some  help.  Do  you  wish  to  know 
whom  he  first  thinks  about  when  he 
needs  that  help.  He  thinks  of  you! 
You  see,  he  knows  that  your  prayers 
and  sacrifices  are  most  pleasing  to 
God  and  because  of  that  they  are  very 
powerful  in  obtaining  building  ma- 
terial— Grace,  with  which  he  can 
build  more  houses  for  the  Holy  Ghost 
in  the  souls  of  pagan  people. 

God  bless  you,  dear  Buds, 
Sincerely, 

Father  Jim. 

“I  have  never  given  God  any- 
thing but  love;  it  is  with  love 
He  will  repay.”  — The  Little 
Flower. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  sending  you  a money  order 
for  the  missions.  This  is  a contribu- 
tion from  Grades  six,  seven  and  eight. 
We  shall  continue  to  save  our  pennies 
for  the  missions. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Florence  Handrigan, 

St.  Lawrence,  Placentia  Bay, 

Newfoundland. 

Dear  Florence: 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your 
kind  donation  to  the  missions.  I am 
glad  to  hear  from  the  young  people 
of  Newfoundland.  The  children  of 
China  join  me  in  thanking  you  and 
may  God  bless  you. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

It  has  been  some  time  since  / wrote, 
so  I thought  I would  write  you  a little 
letter.  Here  are  a few  stamps  I have 
saved.  / go  to  Holy  Communion 
once  a month  for  the  missions,  I also 
pray  every  night  for  them. 

Your  friend, 

Beverly  Ann  Gouthro, 

201  Campbell  Rd., 
Kentville,  N.S. 

Dear  Beverly  Ann: 

Thank  you  for  your  gift  which  will 
be  so  welcome  to  the  Missions.  You 


are  proving  to  be  a real  missionary 
and  we  are  happy  to  have  you  in  our 
Rose  Garden!  Holy  Communion  is 
a wonderful  way  to  help  the  missions 
and  your  daily  prayers  will  not  be  in 
^vain.  I’m  sure  many  blessings  will 
be  given  to  our  priests  and  sisters 
in  China  and  Japan  through  your 
prayers.  It  is  my  sincere  hope  that 
others  will  follow  your  good  example. 
In  your  prayers  please  ask  for  more 
missionary  vocations,  for  now,  more 
than  ever,  do  we  need  vocations  to 
the  Holy  Priesthood. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

1 would  like  to  be  a bud  in  St. 
Theresa’s  Garden.  I am  seven  years 
old  and  I’m  in  grade  two. 

Judith  Campbell, 

297  McIntyre  St., 

Port  Arthur,  Ont. 

Dear  Judith: 

So  you  want  to  join  the  Rose  Gar- 
den? Good  girl!  I’m  sure  St.  Ther- 
ese  is  pleased  to  hear  that,  too.  We 
need  many  more  little  girls  to  pray 
and  work  for  the  missions,  so  if  you 
have  any  friends  interested,  perhaps 
you  could  invite  them  to  join  the  Rose 
Garden. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


Page  Twenty-Six 


SCARBORO 


Thank 


Boys  and  Girls 

By 

L.  HART 

S.F.M. 

Hats  oll  to  the  boys  and  girls  of  the  Ottawa  Separate  Schools.  Under 
the  leadership  of  Dr.  MacDonald,  Inspector  of  Separate  Schools,  and 
the  principals  and  teachers,  the  pupils  of  these  schools  launched  a cam- 
paign to  raise  funds  for  our  priests  and  sisters  in  China.  The  manner  in  which 
these  boys  and  girls  responded  to  the  appeal  was  ample  proof  that  they  are 
splendid  missionaries.  Their  effort  called  for  many  sacrifices,  such  as  giving 
up  ice-cream,  cokes  and  movies.  But  they  proved  that  they  were  willing  to  do 
these  things  in  order  to  help  the  priests  and  sisters  in  China. 

Besides  many  acts  of  self-sacrifice,  the  children  devised  other  means  of 
raising  money.  One  little  fellow  has  a fine  collection  of  plastic  farm  animals 
so  he  held  an  animal-show  in  his  back  yard  and  invited  all  the  children  of  the 
neighborhood  to  see  the  show  for  a small  fee.  Others  went  around  from  door 
to  door  collecting  wire  coat-hangers  which  were  soon  turned  into  cash  for  the 
missions.  Each  class-room  had  a little  project  church  to  pay  for,  and,  as  the 
pennies  and  nickels  came  in,  the  squares  of  the  Church  were  coloured  in  with 
crayons.  There  was  great  competition  between  the  different  classes  to  see 
which  would  finish  first.  Enthusiasm  ran  high,  and  very  soon  the  little 
churches  were  all  completed. 

It  was  my  privilege  to  visit  the  different  class-rooms  and  congratulate  the 
children  on  the  wonderful  results  they  had  obtained  in  the  short  space  of  one 
month.  The  children,  like  true  little  missionaries  that  they  are,  assured  me 
that  what  they  had  done  was  nothing,  and  that  they  were  most  anxious  to  help 
our  priests  and  sisters  in  mission  countries  to  teach  the  people  about  Our 
Blessed  Lord.  They  said,  “wait  ’till  next  school-term  when  our  work  for  the 
foreign  missions  will  be  bigger  and  better  than  ever.” 

Congratulations  to  the  boys  and  girls  of  the  Ottawa  Separate  Schools  for 
the  grand  success  of  this  campaign.  May  Almighty  God  bless  them  abundantly 
for  their  many  sacrifices  in  aid  of  the  foreign  Missions. 


“Sacrifices  made  for  God  have  a sweetness  and  a joy  unknown  to  the 
World.  Everything  here  below  entails  regret;  the  longer  life  is,  the  more 
full  it  is  of  care,  because  all  life  is,  as  it  were,  the  destruclion  of  pleasant 
illusions.” — Henry  Dore,  Martyred  in  Korea,  March  8,  1866. 
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New  Members  and  Pen  Pals 


PUPILS  OF  ARDMORE  SCHOOL, 
HALIFAX,  N.S. 

Lynn  Gladwin,  129  London  St.,  age  7; 
Eric  LeBlanc,  340  Almon  St.,  age  7; 
Thomas  Martin,  102  Cork  St.,  age  8; 
Donald  Miousse,  345  Almon  St.,  age  7; 
Betty  Burke,  341  Almon  St.,  age  7; 
Pauline  lanigan,  385  Oxford  St.,  age  7; 
Solange  Dube,  36  Berlin  St.,  age  7;  Judith 
Deon,  42  Berlin  St.,  age  6;  James  Greig, 
368  Oxford  St.,  age  7;  Brian  Murphy, 
Wellington  Court,  age  7 ; Patricia  Oliver, 
42  Connoly  St.,  age  8;  Judith  Lanigan, 
49  Berlin  St.,  age  7;  Marlene  Glaven,  37 
Conolly  St.,  age  8;  Joseph  MacIntyre,  71 
Liverpool  St.,  age  7;  Sandra  Hushard,  57 
Connolly  St.,  age  7;  Harry  Myers,  55 

Connolly  St.,  age  7;  Sharon  Keating,  80 

Connolly  St.,  age  6;  Sheila  Keating,  80 

Connolly  St.,  age  6;  Ewart  Legrer,  85 

Connolly  St.,  age  6;  June  Marlow,  145 
Connolly  St.,  age  7;  Iris  Downey,  87 

Liverpool  St.,  age  8;  Richard  d’Entre- 
mont,  319  Alon  St.,  age  7;  Robert 

d’Entremont,  319  Alon  St.,  age  7;  John 
Ridgely,  R.C.E.  Stores,  Windsor,  age  9; 
Eleanor  Ferguson,  42  Bayers  Rd.,  age  7; 
Brian  Cosgrave,  56  Cork  St.,  age  7; 

Harry  Cable,  110  Bayers  Rd.,  age  7; 

Terry  Brown,  120  Bayes  Rd.,  age  6; 

Michael  Doyle,  93  Cork  St.,  age  7; 
Kenneth  Robertson,  79  Cork  St.,  age  7; 
Wayne  Duffy,  453  Oxford  St.,  age  7; 

Ronald  Fitzgerald,  423  Oxford  St.,  age  7; 
Terry  Young,  348  W.  Young  St.,  age  7; 
Joyce  Hamilton,  100  London  St.,  age  6; 
Sharon  MacDonald,  17  Glendale  Rd.,  age 
6;  Dianne  Sullivan,  Garrison  Barracks, 
age  7 ; Gwendolyn  MacDonald,  Garrison 
Barracks,  age  8 ; Alexander  MacLellan, 
Garrison  Barracks,  age  6;  Ronald  Poirier, 


Garrison  Barracks,  age  7 ; Kenny  Flem- 
ming, Garrison  Barracks,  age  7 ; Douglas 
Darken,  Garrison  Barracks,  age  7 ; Mary 
Lynch,  15V2  Edinburgh  St.,  age  7; 
Kathleen  Matheson,  84  Edinburgh  St.,  age 
7 ; Wayne  Schellmans,  287  Almon  St., 
age  8. 


HELP  THE  MISSIONS 


1.  By  praying  every  day  for  the 
propagation  of  the  Faith. 

2.  By  your  generous  material  as- 
sistance to  our  Society. 

3.  By  becoming  a subscriber  to 
“Scarboro  Missions”,  the  official 
publication  of  our  society.  The 
subscription  price  is  one  dollar 
for  one  year  — a life  subscrip- 
tion costs  twenty  dollars. 

4.  By  making  a Catholic  Will— our 
legal  title  is  The  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scar- 
boro Bluffs,  Ontario. 


Sacred  Heart  School,  Peterborough,  Ont.  Grade  one's  White  Elephant  sale  to  raise  funds  for 

China  Missions. 
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J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarhoro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarhoro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  he  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  this  month  we  mention  the  following 
as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


Waltham  Catholic  School 
Waltham,  Que. 

St.  Peter’s  School 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

Holy  Cross  Academy 
St.  Alban’s,  Espoir,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls’  School 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Finian’s  School 
Upper  Ferry 
via  Doyle’s,  Nfld. 


Holy  Angels’  School 
Schreiber,  Ont. 

St.  Lawrence  School 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent 
Torbay,  Nfld. 

Mount  Carmel  Convent 
New  Waterford,  N.S. 

St.  Stanislaus  School 
213  Myles  Street 
Fort  William,  Onl. 
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Anecdotes  from  the  History  and  Customs  of  Mission  Lands 
interspersed  with  Current  Topics  and  Facts. 


That  China  is  a land  of  spirits. 
Chinese  literature  abounds  with  refer- 
ences to  them.  They  dominate  the 
thought  and  life  of  the  people.  Social 
customs  and  religious  rites  are  in- 
fluenced by  them.  Even  in  conversa- 
tion they  must  not  be  slighted,  lest 
punishment  result.  The  origin  of  this 
belief  and  practice  is  based  on  the 
assumption  that  the  universe  is  made 
up  of  two  principal  spirits,  the  Yin 
and  the  Yang— male  and  female.  The 
Yin  spirit  represents  evil,  and  is  the 
source  of  cold  and  darkness;  the 
Yang  spirit  stands  for  life,  and  light, 
and  from  it  springs  all  good  things. 
Under  each  of  these  two  spirits  is 
grouped  a whole  host  of  kindred 
spirits,  who  will  hurt  or  heal,  accord- 
ing to  their  nature.  If  they  are 
benevolent  in  their  disposition,  they 
are  known  as  Shen;  if  they  are  evil, 
they  are  called  Kwei.  These  Shen 
and  Kwei  animate  all  things,  includ- 
ing man  himself.  A man’s  virtues 
can  be  tracked  to  the  Shen,  and  his 
vices  to  the  Kwei.  Thus  each  human 
being  has  a two-fold  soul,  one  good, 
the  other  evil.  Birth  is  conjunction 
of  the  Shen  and  the  Kwei  and  death 
their  separation. 

■»  •» 

That  the  beating  of  wooden 
clappers  is  a call  for  Japanese  chil- 
dren to  gather  on  a street  corner,  for 
it  heralds  the  start  of  the  Kamishibai 
(paper  show) . • As  the  children  arrive 
the  Kamishibai-man  sets  up  his 
wooden  frame,  on  the  saddle  of  his 
bicycle.  He  then  displays  a variety 
of  coloured  candy,  which,  of  course, 
draws  out  the  pennies  of  the  children. 
His  sales  completed,  the  Kamishibai- 
man  starts  his  show.  It  consists  of 


a series  of  brightly  coloured  pictures 
which  he  slides  into  a frame.  The 
pictures  depict  adventure  or  mystery 
tales  which  he  recites  to  the  children. 

The  Kamishibai-man  became  pop- 
ular about  twenty-five  years  ago. 
During  the  late  war,  he  was  used  ex- 
tensively by  the  government  for  the 
purpose  of  militaristic  and  patriotic 
propaganda.  Today,  the  trade  is 
under  the  strict  supervision  of  the 
police,  so  that  any  undesirable  prop- 
aganda may  be  offset. 

* 

That  a drought  in  certain  sections 
of  the  Zanzibar  Mission  is  causing 
a considerable  drop  in  the  number 
of  marriages.  This  is  due  to  the  fact 
that  the  natives  are  unable  to  follow 
the  tribal  customs  of  paying  dowry 
in  cattle.  While  the  famine  condition 
is  not  spread  over  the  entire  country, 
there  are  sections  where  the  situation 
is  grim.  Notably  affected  is  the 
Wakamba  tribe.  This  tribe  is  very 
poor,  even  under  normal  conditions. 
Their  territory  is  dried  up,  the  grass 
burned  out,  and  the  maize  crops  have 
failed.  It  has  been  found  necessary  to 
turn  the  cattle  loose  in  the  forest  to 
fend  for  themselves  because  their 
owners  can  no  longer  furnish  them 
with  food  and  water. 

•»  * * 

That  in  the  town  of  Santo  Cerro, 
Santo  Domingo,  there  is  a shrine  to 
Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  marking  the  site 
of  the  first  stand  Christopher  Colum- 
bus made  against  the  hostile  Carib 
Indians.  It  was  here,  too,  that  the 
great  explorer,  sometime  between  the 
years  1492-1494,  planted  the  cross  to 
mark  possession  of  the  first  Christian 
setllement  in  the  New  World. 
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The  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima 

For  Your  Library: 

Book : 

FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE— $1.00 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

Pamphlet: 

WILL  FATIMA  SAVE  AMERICA?— 10c 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

For  Home,  Church  and  School: 

PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue — -a  replica  of 
the  now  famous  PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue. 

Sizes  and  Prices 

14"  high  $ 4.00 

26"  high  30.00 

50"  high  150.00 

all  prices  F.O.B.  at  point  of  delivery. 

For  Private  Devotion: 

PICTURES  AND  CARDS — beautiful  color  reproductions  of  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima. 

Pictures:  8"  x 10’'  — Single  copies,  25c;  orders  of  five  or  more, 20c  each;  orders  of 
100,  $15.00. 

Cards:  Prayer  Book  size—  Single  copies,  10c;  orders  of  100,  $2.00. 

USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada) 

Enclosed  please  find  the  sum  of  $ for:  Book(s);  

Pamphlet(s);  Statue(s),  size  ; Pictures;  Cards. 

Mail  this  order  to: 

NAME  ' 

ADDRESS  
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TODAY  - THE 

NEW  SEMINARY  IS 


It  will  cost  $500,000.00 

WILL  YOU  HELP  US? 


Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont, 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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FOR  THE  "BURSE  OF  THE  MONTH"  SEE  PAGE  24.: 

Address  all  contributions  to: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario.  I 


, and  assures  a perpetual  income  for  the  education  of  a 
student  for  the  missionary  priesthood. 


You  may  contribute  a whole  Burse  or 
make  a payment  on  a Burse  not  yet 
completed. 


HE  NEVER 
GREW  OLD 

An  Appreciation 


By 

R.  ROBERTS 

S.F.M. 


Up  to  six  months  ago  ''Mo"  was  to  me  a sort  of  legendary  figure  who  had  come 
into  our  Society  in  its  early  Almonte  days.  He  was  ordained  the  third  priest  of  the 
Society  in  June,  1924,  and  went  to  China  in  December,  1925.  That  was  before  my 
association  with  the  Society;  and  while  I had  never  met  "Mo",  nevertheless  I gradually 
came  to  know  him.  Part  of  this  knowledge  came  through  articles  he  had  written  for 
"China",  now  called  "Scarboro  Missions",  but  a more  intimate  knowledge  was  derived 
From  the  stories  of  "Mo"  as  related  by  his  fellow  priests  on  their  infrequent  return  from 
China.  Most  of  these  stories  followed  the  same  vein.  "Mo"  was  a man's  man,  a true 
missionary  and  a sterling  priest.  He  enjoyed  the  fellowship  of  his  brother  priests  and 
they  enjoyed  him.  He  had  his  particular  habits,  common,  I suppose,  to  all  men  who 
live  solely  among  men;  but  they  were  habits  which  detracted  nothing  from  his 
character.  "Mo"  was  a character,  an  individualist;  but.  unlike  most  individualists,  his 
was  a type  which  made  him  the  friend  and  companion  of  his  fellow  priests. 

My  personal  association  with  "Mo"  began  six  months  ago.  He  had  turned 
sixty-six,  but  I met  a man  who  had  buffetted  the  world  for  over  six-and-a-half  decades 
and  had  retained  an  outlook  on  life  that  was  both  youthful  and  refreshing.  Here  was 
a man  in  whom  the  spirit  of  youth  had  never  been  subdued;  here  was  a man  who 
had  never  grown  old. 

I met  something  more,  too.  Here  was  a man  of  God.  His  daily  Mass,  his 
meditation  and  his  visits  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  were  the  paramount  events  of 
each  successive  day.  They  were  not  isolated  events,  either;  they  were  the  things 
which  colored  each  word  and  action  throughout  the  entire  day.  It  was  by  these, 
also,  that  he  retained  his  youthful  spirit  for  he  lived  the  words  of  the  opening 
prayer  at  the  foot  of  the  Altar:  "I  will  go  up  to  the  altar  of  my  God,  to  the  God 
Who  giveth  joy  to  my  youth." 

Who  was  "Mo"?  To  all  but  his  confreres  in  the  priesthood  he  was  the  Reverend 
Vincent  Morrison,  S.F.M.,  twenty-six  years  a priest  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society.  He  was  called  "Mo"  by  his  fellow  priests  because  that  was  the  name  he 
received  from  the  Christians  in  China,  where  he  spent  eighteen  years  of  his 
priestly  life.  Born  on  Prince  Edward  Island  on  December  9,  1883,  he  died  Saturday, 
October  7,  1950,  from  an  accident  on  the  Kingston  Highway,  a mile  from  our 
Seminary.  He  was  waked  in  the  chapel  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Mother 
House  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  and  buried  from  St.  Theresa's 
Church,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  on  Wednesday,  October  11. 

May  He  Rest  in  Peace. 


Rev.  Vincent  Morrison,  S.F.M. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Three 


seems  only  a short  time  ago  that  the  last  High  School  year  was 
drawing  to  a close,’’ 

Looking  Backwards 

By 

E.  GEIER 

S.F.M. 


AS  the  Seminary  course  draws 
to  the  close  of  its  seven  years, 
a graduate  naturally  looks 
hack  over  that  time  reminiscent  of 
those  many  happy  days.  The  hours 
passed  in  prayer,  study,  work,  rec- 
reation, and  in  association  with  the 
priests  and  students,  have  often 
been  called  “the  happiest  days  of 
one’s  life.”  Turning  back  the  pages 
of  time  I like  to  try  to  recapture 
some  of  the  inspiring  moments  and 
some  of  the  peace  and  joy  hidden 
within  those  seven  full  years. 

It  seems  only  a short  time  ago 
that  the  last  High  School  year  was 
drawing  to  a close.  This  was  an 
important  period  in  our  lives ; in 
fact,  so  important,  that  very  few  of 
us  decided  the  future  entirely  on 
our  own.  Our  pastors,  college  pro- 
fessors, and  others  in  whom  we 
placed  confidence,  were  consulted. 
Those  were  momentous  days  and, 
while  the  paths  we 
chose  for  life  were 
certainly  varied, 
each  man  was  fitted 
into  his  proper  call- 
ing. 

It  was  with  the 
natural  fears,  doubts 
and  misgivings,  that 
I made  application 
to  the  Rector  of  the  Seminary  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 
Definite  qualifications  are  required 
for  a vocation  to  the  priesthood  and 
I had  no  certainty  that  they  were 


present.  No  apparitions  nor  angelic 
manifestations  pointed  the  way;  but 
after  a little  correspondence  between 
the  Rector  and  myself,  it  became  clear 
that  all  that  was  necessary  to  be- 
gin with  was  assurance  of  reason- 
ably good  health,  average  intelli- 
gence, and  a certain  attraction  to 
the  Priesthood.  Added  to  this  was 
the  advice  of  qualified  and  inter- 
ested persons  who  insisted  that  a 
call  to  Orders  at  the  conclusion  of 
seven  years  in  the  Seminary  would 
show  whether  or  not  there  was  a 
true  vocation.  With  all  this  in  mind, 
application  to  the  Seminary  seemed 
the  logical  thing. 

Once  the  application  was  ac- 
cepted, the  course  of  the  ship  of 
life  was  set;  its  destination:  work 
in  the  foreign  mission  fields.  But 
just  as  no  ship  ever  leaves  port 
without  considerable  preparation  for 
its  voyage,  so  the  preparation  of  a 
vessel  for  the  for- 
eign mission  apos- 
tolate  was  to  take 
seven  years. 

At  the  novitiate, 
where  our  students 
spend  the  first  year 
of  training,  the  new 
life  of  a future  priest 
was  first  introduced 
to  us.  All  that  year  our  time  was  not 
our  own — we  always  had  some  speci- 
fied task  to  do.  You  can  imagine  our 
reaction  to  the  regularity  of  this  life 
as  compared  to  the  somewhat  care- 


A vocation  to  the  priesthood  is 
a call  from  God  to  dedicate  one’s 
life,  health  and  talents  to  His 
cause.  For  some,  that  call  beck- 
ons them  to  far  away  places,  to 
strange  lands,  to  live,  work  and 
maybe  die  on  a foreign  shore 
amid  an  alien  people.  Such  a 
call  is  a vocation  to  the  Mis- 
sionary Priesthood. 
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free  life  of  a high  school  student. 
Of  course,  we  thrived  physically ; 
but  the  greatest  effect  of  all  this 
precision  was  a stabilizing  influ- 
ence on  the  immature  wills  which  we 
had  brought  to  our  new  way  of 
life. 

It  was  with  some  regret  that  we 
ended  our  first  year;  but  we  were 
satisfied  as  we  left  for  the  summer 
vacation.  The  first  year  had  not 
always  been  easy,  but  it  was  always 
happy.  In  the  Fall  we  would  go  to 
the  Seminary  to  continue  the  spirit- 
ual training  we  had  begun,  and  to 
start  the  special  study  of  Philosophy 
and  Theology. 


“The  crucifix  alone  teaches 
one  the  worth  of  a single  human 
soul.” — Henry  Dorie,  Martyred 
in  Korea. 


In  the  daily  schedule  there  was 
very  little  difference  between  the 
Seminary  and  the  Novitiate,  but  in 
the  course  of  studies  we  found  the 
Seminary  quite  different. 

Philosophy  has  been  defined  in 
many  ways  but  those  of  us  who  were 
just  starting  in  preferred  this  de- 
scription of  it:  “The  study  of  things 
you  already  know  in  language  you’ll 
never  understand.”  This  sums  up 
almost  anyone’s  impression  in  the 
beginning  of  his  course.  Gradually, 
though,  the  whole  system  of  Philos- 
ophy begins  to  look  like  an  elabor- 
ate tapestry  which  unfolds  its  beauty 
to  one  who  formerly  knew  only  the 
separate  threads  and  colours,  but 
now  sees  them  as  part  of  a complete 
pattern. 

The  old  axiom:  “all  work  and  no 
play  will  make  John  a dull  boy”  is 
not  ignored  in  the  scheme  of  Semin- 
ary life.  The  future  missionary  must 
be  strong  in  mind  and  body.  The 


spiritual  training  and  programme  of 
studies  develop  the  soul;  outdoor 
and  indoor  sports,  depending  upon 
the  season  of  the  year  and  the  mood 
of  the  weather,  tend  to  keep  the 
students  physically  fit.  Looking  back 
over  the  days  gone  by,  the  well- 
fought  hockey  games,  the  baseball 
matches  and  handball  tournaments, 
conjure  memories  long  to  be  treas- 
ured. They  will  ever  form  topics  of 
conversation  wherever  our  priests 
are  gathered  together,  be  it  in  China, 
Japan,  or  Santo  Domingo. 

With  entrance  to  Theology  came 
the  thought  that  at  last  the  practical 
studies  for  the  Priesthood  had  begun. 
Nearness  to  the  goal  is  impressed 
more  strongly  when,  at  the  close  of 
the  first  year  of  Theology,  the  can- 
didate is  Tonsured  and  becomes  a 
cleric.  This  impression  of  nearness 
is  further  stressed  with  the  recep- 
tion, during  the  next  two  years,  of 
the  Minor  Orders — Porter,  Lector, 
Exorcist  and  Acolyte.  On  becoming 
a Subdeacon,  the  seminarian  enters 
forever  the  ranks  of  the  Church’s 
celibate  clergy  and  gives  himself  to 
the  Church  to  be  officially  deputed 
by  Her  to  pray  for  all  Christians  in 
the  recitation  of  the  Divine  Office. 
A further  step  is  taken  when  in  the 
Diaconate  the  young  man  is  pro- 
moted to  active  participation  in  the 
liturgy  with  the  priest  at  Mass. 

Lastly,  all  the  work,  longing,  en- 
deavour, hope,  and  prayer  of  seven 
years  is  crowned  with  a glorious 
trophy — participation  in  the  Priest- 
hood of  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 
Then  is  given  to  a mere  man  what  is 
not  given  to  angels:  to  offer  God  to 
God  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass. 

In  approaching  this  great  dignity 
we  hesitate  to  pray  to  be  made 
worthy  but  we  earnestly  beg  God 
to  make  us  a little  less  unworthy. 


A wise  man  adapts  himself  to  circumstances,  as  water  shapes  itself  to  the  . 
vessel  that  contains  it. — Chinese  Proverb. 
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The 

Honourable 
Hot  Bath 


There  are  many  things  I like 
about  Japan,  but  there  is  one 
thing  in  particular  that  appeals 
to  me,  and,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
it  pertains  to  heat.  Prior  to  my  de- 
parture for  this  country  last  No- 
vember, for  some  unknown  reason 
I was  under  the  impression  that  the 
prevailing  climate  of  Japan  was 
tropical.  Immediately  upon  arrival 
and  during  the  month  subsequent  to 
it,  I was  progressively  disabused  of 
this  erroneous  notion.  Yes,  para- 
doxically enough,  it  is  cold  in  this 
Land  of  the  Rising  Sun,  at  least 
during  the  winter  season — Decem- 
ber to  March.  Furthermore,  unlike 
Canadian  dwellings,  Japanese  homes, 
for  the  most  part,  were  not  built  with 
an  eye  to  comfort  during  the  bitter 
cold  months.  For  example,  that  in- 
genious contrivance  of  the  human 
mind  known  as  central  heating,  a 
commonplace  convenience  which 
Canadians  take  so  much  for  granted, 
is  a practically  unheard-of  luxury. 
For  the  Japanese  householder  such 
a heating  apparatus  would  prove 
much  too  costly  because  it  is  so 
impractical,  impractical  because  of 
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the  flimsy  structure  of  his  home. 
Generally  speaking,  Nippon  houses 
are  constructed  of  a very  light  wood, 
glass,  and  paper.  We  must  refrain, 
though,  from  looking  down  our 
Canadian  noses  at  these  people  who 
seem  content  to  shiver  stoic-like  for 
a quarter  part  of  the  year,  as  they 
can  offer  at  least  two  rational  argu- 
ments to  justify  the  construction  of 
their  choice  — namely  the  ever- 
present threat  of  earthquakes  and 
secondly  the  intense  heat  to  which 
they  are  subjected  during  the  sum- 
mer months.  For  the  former  a maxi- 
mum amount  of  flexibility  is  to  be 
desired,  and  to  meet  the  latter  con- 
dition, ventilation  of  any  kind  is  a 
pertinent  consideration. 

Lest  I leave  you  with  the  impres- 
sion, dear  reader,  that  in  Japan  one’s 
teeth  are  doing  a perpetual  chatter, 
without  further  ado  I shall  try  to 
describe  the  priceless  antidote 
which  in  the  passage  of  centuries 
the  proverbial  Japanese  ingenuity 
has  managed  to  devise.  It  is  known 
as  an  “0-furo”  or  Honourable  Hot 
Bath.  In  the  greater  majority  of 
cases,  the  Japanese  bath  tub  is  not 
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porcelain  like  ours,  but  made  of 
wood.  The  size  and  shape,  too,  is 
different  from  ours,  the  dimensions 
being  in  the  neighbourhood  of  four 
feet  square  and  four  feet  deep. 
Where  we  run  hot  water  into  our 
tub  and  loll  therein  until  it  gets 
cold,  the  Japanese  keeps  a fire  burn- 
ing under  his  and  thus  the  water  is 
never  permitted  to  get  cold,  no 
matter  how  many  people  climb  in 
and  out.  With  fuel  for  heating  pur- 
poses so  expensive,  the  Japanese 
breadwinner  cannot  allow  his  family 
the  extravagance  of  fresh  hot  water 
for  each  member.  Consequently,  the 
father  bathes  first,  followed  by  the 
mother  and  children  respectively, 
and  last  of  all  the  servants.  By  now 
you  must  be  ready  to  throw  up  your 
hands  in  horror  at  such  an  appar- 
ent lack  of  sanitary  sense.  However, 
it  is  in  reality  not  nearly  so  horrid 
as  it  sounds.  As  a matter  of  fact, 
the  six  Scarboro  Fathers  in  Tokyo 
are  already  sold  on  the  idea,  and 
actually  prefer  this  system  to  an 
ordinary  bath  or  shower.  You  see, 
before  ever  entering  the  bath,  one 
is  perfectly  clean,  due  to  the  fact 
that  one  soaps,  scrubs  and  rinses 
thoroughly  prior  to  immersion. 
Rather  odd,  do  I hear  you  exclaim? 
Perhaps  so,  but  they  in  turn  have  a 
perfect  right  to  think  it  odd  of  us 
to  wash  and  scrub  IN  the  tub  and 
then  soak  in  the  dirty  water.  You 
may  think  it  queer  of  them  to  have 
a fire  under  the  tub,  but  then  again 
they  think  it  just  as  queer  to  waste 
good  clean  hot  water  by  adding  it 
to  cold  dirty  water. 

For  the  uninitiated  foreigner,  the 
first  plunge  into  an  “0-furo”  is  in- 
variably a surprise,  the  latter  word 
being  a perfect  example  of  a master- 
piece of  understatement.  Leaving  it 
at  this,  though,  I can  personally 
vouch  that  I came  out  at  least  three 
times  as  fast  as  I went  in,  my  feel- 
ings on  the  matter  aptly  punctuated 
by  a blood-curdling  scream.  The 


Japanese,  you  thus  discover  in  the 
school  of  hard  experience,  do  not 
by  any  means  believe  in  a tepid 
bath.  If  it’s  going  to  be  a bath,  they 
say,  then  let  it  be  hot,  or  no  bath 
at  all.  And  it  is  simply  astounding 
to  witness  the  boiling  cauldrons 
they  can  not  only  stand,  but  actu- 
ally soak  in,  with  typical  Oriental 
placidity  and  contentment.  The  for- 
eigner’s second  immersion,  believe 
me,  is  much  more  cautious  than  was 
the  first.  The  operation  is  timorously 
begun  with  the  dunking  of  the  big 
toe,  working  very  gradually  up  to 
the  Adam’s  apple,  until  by  that  time, 
you  would  swear  you  are  parboiled. 
Then,  too,  the  horrible  thought  be- 
gins to  harass  you  that  perhaps  for 
the  rest  of  your  natural  days  people 
will  point  their  finger  at  you  and 
accuse  you  of  looking  like  a boiled 
lobster. 

All  good-humoured  joshing  aside, 
the  Honourable  Hot  Bath  has  truly 
much  to  recommend  it,  for  it  is  the 
only  way  to  get  warm,  and  that  right 
to  the  marrow  of  your  bones.  Five 
minutes  of  soaking  in  this  merrily 
bubbling  water,  and  you  are  ready 
to  leave  the  bath,  have  a brisk  rub- 
bing with  a towel,  swagger  smugly 
into  the  parlour  like  the  cat  who 
swallowed  the  canary,  and  proceed 
to  cast  a pleasant  glow  on  your 
brother  priests  huddled  around  the 
stove  in  patient  anticipation  for 
their  turn  at  the  tub.  Although  I 
could  go  on  for  pages  extolling  the 
virtues  of  this  wonderful  Japanese 
institution,  I am  afraid  I shall  suc- 
cumb to  the  temptation  of  bringing 
this  little  dissertation  to  an  abrupt 
finale.  For  as  I sit  here  at  my  desk, 
my  feet  like  two  bricks  from  an 
eskimo’s  igloo,  and  trying  to  keep 
the  ink  from  congealing  in  my  foun- 
tain pen,  I hear  a very  welcome 
voice  at  the  door  of  my  room  say- 
ing: “Dozo,  Shimppu-sama,  0-furo” 
“Please,  Father,  come,  it  is  your 
turn  for  the  Honourable  Hot  Bath.” 
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This  Night 

By 

R.  J.  PELOW 

S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  NOVEMBER 


IN  the  truly  remarkable  world  in  which  we  live  there  can  be  found  indi- 
viduals who  are  ready  to  deny  even  the  most  obvious  facts.  The  climate 
in  a certain  town  may  be  regularly  quite  vile.  The  comments  of  a visitor 
may  be  unprintable.  Yet  the  citizens  themselves  will  insist  that  it  is  mild, 
temperate,  ideal.  However,  there  is  one  obvious  fact  about  which  there  is  no 
argument,  and  that  is  the  fact  of  death.  Someone  may  discuss  when  he  will 
die,  but  no  one  will  argue  that  he  won’t  die. 

In  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke  we  find  a parable  told  by  Our  Lord  that  should 
be  the  subject  of  frequent  meditation,  especially  during  this  Month  of  the 
Holy  Souls.  A certain  rich  man  had  a field  which  bore  rich  crops.  He  was 
greatly  concerned  with  storing  and  preserving  it,  so  decided  to  build  larger 
barns  wherein  to  hoard  all  his  grain.  He  gloated  within  himself:  Take  your 
ease,  eat,  drink,  be  merry,  for  you  have  an  abundance  of  good  things  laid 
up  for  many  years.  Then  God  suddenly  enters  the  scene  and  says  to  the 
rich  man:  Thou  fool,  this  night  you  must  die,  and  then  whose  shall  be  all 
your  goods? 

In  the  Twelfth  Century  a philosopher  by  the  name  of  Hugh  of  St.  Victor 
had  some  sound  advice  on  the  question  of  death,  never  more  applicable  than 
in  our  own  times  when  the  world  of  science  has  become  so  proficient  in  dealing 
out  death.  This  Benedictine  monk  said:  “Death  has  three  messengers  • — 
accident,  illness,  age.  Accidents  warn  you  that  death  lies  in  ambush,  illness 
that  death  is  approaching,  age  that  death  is  at  hand.”  The  inspired  writer  in 
the  Book  of  Ecclesiasticus  tells  us  what  our  attitude  should  be  towards  the 
inevitability  of  death:  “In  all  thy  works  remember  thy  last  end.”  This  it  was 
that  St.  Ambrose  prayed  for  as  a special  grace:  “Most  earnestly  do  I implore 
the  grace  to  be  ever  mindful  of  the  day  of  my  death,  the  day  of  judgment,  the 
sentence  of  eternal  punishment,  the  bliss  of  the  kingdom  to  come.” 

In  this  Month  of  November  we  should  pray  frequently  for  the  suffering 
souls  in  Purgatory  upon  whom  the  portals  of  death  have  closed  and  who  can 
no  longer  help  themselves.  At  the  same  time  we  should  pray  again  and  again 
for  Our  Lord  to  deliver  us  from  a sudden  and  unprovided  death. 


Page  Eight 


SCARBORO 


EDITORIAL 


Nothing  New  Has  Been  Added 

ON  November  First,  of  this  year,  His  Holiness,  Pope  Pius  XII,  solemnly 
declared  the  Assumption  of  Mary  into  Heaven  an  Article  of  Faith. 
Actually,  to  the  four  hundred  million  Catholics  of  the  world,  this 
declaration  of  the  Holy  Father  heralds  no  new  belief.  Catholics  always 
accepted  the  doctrine  of  the  Assumption  as  a fact.  The  first  missionaries 
of  the  Church  taught  that  the  most  pure  body  of  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God, 
was  preserved  from  corruption  and  lifted  up  into  heaven.  And  as  the  intrepid 
navigators  ventured  further  and  further  across  the  uncharted  Seven  Seas 
equally  daring  ministers  of  Christ  sailed  with  them.  New  lands  were  dis- 
covered and  with  those  discoveries  new  peoples  learned  the  story  of  the  Babe 
of  Bethlehem  and  His  Virgin  Mother.  The  purity  of  Mary,  and  the  sacred 
character  of  her  virginal  body  were  accepted  by  them  as  a reasonable  con- 
clusion to  the  marvelous  plenitude  of  grace  with  which  God  filled  her  soul. 
So  ancient,  so  strong,  and  so  universal  has  been  the  Catholic  belief  in  the 
Assumption  that  to  have  denied  it,  or  even  questioned  it,  would  have  been 
tantamount  to  heresy.  In  all  truth,  then,  can  it  be  asserted  that  with  the 
solemn  declaration  of  November  First  nothing  new  has  been  added  to  the 
Deposit  of  Christian  Faith. 

It  could  well  be  that  the  declaration  of  the  Assumption  as  an  Article  of 
Faith  has  been  Divinely  timed  to  bolster  a tottering  Christian  world.  Never 
before  in  Christianity’s  long  and  turbulent  history  have  the  forces  of  evil 
been  so  universally  arrayed  against  Christ  and  His  Church.  The  persecution 
of  today  is  a well  formulated  plan  to  destroy  the  Church  throughout  the  whole 
world.  This  monster  which  even  this  very  day  is  devouring  the  lives  of 
bishops,  priests,  sisters,  brothers  and  Catholic  lay  people  in  Europe  and  Asia 
is  Communism — Atheistic  Communism.  From  the  oldest  citadels  of  the  Faith 
in  Europe  to  the  newest  mission  chapel  in  China,  a systematic,  diabolically 
sponsored  campaign  is  in  effect  to  erase  God,  and  the  Son  of  God,  from  the 
lives  of  men. 

In  Her  apparitions  at  Fatima,  Our  Lady  warned  us  of  these  grave  events 
and  gave  the  remedy  whereby  they  could  be  forestalled.  But  we  preferred  to 
hearken  to  the  platitudes  of  the  Kremlin  rather  than  to  the  stern  words  of 
Divine  Wisdom.  Today  we  pay  for  our  folly!  While,  indeed,  the  Message 
of  Fatima  is  presently  being  preached  throughout  the  whole  Christian  world, 
how  many  are  taking  it  seriously?  The  20th  Century  of  life  has  ill  prepared 
us  to  accept  the  contents  of  that  message — prayer  and  penance.  We  would 
seek  an  easier  way  out!  There  is  no  such  way!  Perhaps  the  solemn  declara- 
tion of  November  First  will  awake  us  to  the  fact  that  Mary  did  give  a message 
at  Fatima  and  shall  stir  within  us  the  realization  that  in  Mary  lies  our  only 
hope  for  the  preservation  of  the  Christian  way  of  life — our  way  of  life. 

Our  Lady  of  the  Assumption,  pray  for  us! 
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1 TOSSED  feverishly  in  my  bed 
and  even  the  light  mosquito 
netting  all  around  me  seemed 
to  add  to  the  unbearable  oppressive- 
ness of  the  late  summer  night.  The 
temperature  must  have  been  about 
98  or  more,  and  not  even  the  ghost 
of  a breeze  filtered  in  through  the 
screened,  but  wide-open  windows. 

Even  so,  I would  have  slept  fit- 
fully had  it  not  been  for  the  Devil 
and  Lin  San  Ting. 

Lin  San  Ting  was  my  neighbour, 
who  lived  in  his  miserable  mud 
hovel  across  the  street  from  my 
Mission  in  Tsingtien.  For  the  past 
week,  all  night  long,  and  on  into  the 
morning  itself,  the  most  incredible 
uproar  had  gone  on  in  his  home. 

Lin’s  only  son  was  grievously  ill, 
and  the  poor  father,  convinced  be- 
yond doubt  that  he  was  troubled 
by  the  evil  spirits,  had  marshalled  all 
the  ancient  superstitious  rituals  in 
an  effort  to  drive  out  the  dark  devil 
of  death.  According  to  an  age-old 
and  honourable  belief,  the  devils 
could  most  effectively  be  cast  out 
by  creating  as  much  noise  as  pos- 
sible. And  believe  you  me,  for  the 
past  seven  nights  Lin  San  Ting  and 
a multitude  of  friends  had  been 
doing  just  that.  It  seemed  utterly 
ridiculous,  but  perhaps  there  was 
some  method  to  their  madness,  for 
surely  not  even  the  devil  himself 
could  put  up  with  that  infernal 
racket. 

Next  day,  as  I sat  eating  my  noon- 
day rice,  there  came  a knock  on  the 
door  and,  in  response  to  my  “Come 
in”,  there  appeared  none  other  than 
Lin  San  Ting. 

The  poor  old  man  was  terribly 
distraught  and  tears  were  plainly 
visible  in  his  eyes.  He  came  to  ask 
the  priest  to  come  to  the  aid  of  his 
only  son.  He  had  tried  everything ; 
medicine,  pagan  ritual,  devil  wor- 
ship— but  all  to  no  avail!  His  boy 
was  dying,  and  what  greater  calam- 
ity could  there  be  than  for  a man 


to  lose  his  only  male  child,  and 
have  his  honurable  family  name 
interred  in  the  tomb!  Lin  San  Ting 
would  do  anything  I asked,  if  only 
I would  call  on  the  God  of  the  Chris- 
tians to  save  his  son’s  life. 

Touched  by  the  old  man’s  sor- 
row, and  anxious  to  stop  the  nerve- 
racking  noise  that  was  depriving  me 
of  my  night’s  sleep,  I determined  to 
do  whatever  I could.  But  I made 
Lin  San  Ting  promise  that,  should 
the  boy  get  well,  he  and  his  wife, 
his  daughters,  and  his  son,  would 
take  instructions  and  enter  the  true 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ.  This  he 
faithfully  promised. 

Not  knowing  what  adventure  with 
the  powers  of  darkness  lay  before 
me,  I went  to  the  chapel,  prayed,  and 
then  crossed  the  street  to  the  sick 
boy’s  home. 

The  small  building  was  crowded 
with  relatives  and  friends — the  air 
was  unbearably  heavy  with  the  smell 
of  incense  and  burning  joss  sticks, 
and  the  din  and  commotion  was 
deafening. 

Despite  their  protests,  I chased 
the  whole  mob  out  of  the  room  and 
approached  the  poor  boy,  who  lay 
on  a miserable  bed  in  a dark 
corner.  He  was  delirious  and  was 
seeing  little  men  all  over  the  place, 
convincing  his  father  more  than  ever 
that  the  boy  was  possessed  by  the 
devil.  Since  the  devil  was  in  him  and 
had  to  be  cast  out,  they  had  been 
setting  off  fire-crackers  under  the 
boy’s  bed.  This,  of  course,  had 
helped  to  send  his  temperature  up 
to  the  danger  point. 

My  meagre  knowledge  of  medi- 
cine and  disease  told  me  that  this 
boy  had  malaria  and  had  it  bad.  It 
was  imperative  to  get  him  to  the 
nearest  hospital,  one  at  Wenchow, 
a day’s  journey  by  river  boat. 

With  Lin  San  Ting’s  permission, 
I myself  took  the  boy  to  Wenchow 
and  put  him  under  the  tender  care 
of  the  Sisters  of  Charity  of  St.  Vin- 
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cent  de  Paul.  Then  we  could  only 
wait  and  pray. 

In  the  meantime,  the  pagan 
priests,  enraged  over  their  own 
failure  and  the  interference  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  spread  all  manner 
of  rumors,  saying  that  we  intended 
to  harm  the  boy.  They  laughed  at 
the  suggestion  that  the  Christian 
I God  could  cure  the  lad,  and  said 
that  we  took  him  to  the  hospital  to 
extract  money  out  of  his  father.  I 
assured  the  old  man  that  this  was 
an  absolute  lie.  At  long  last  came 
word  from  the  hospital,  Ming  Li,  the 
son,  was  out  of  danger  and  on  the 
road  to  recovery.  Quickly  the  news 
spread  throughout  the  city  and,  in 


its  wake,  came,  not  only  the  con- 
version of  the  family  of  Lin  San 
Ting,  but  a deeper  respect  for,  and 
interest  in,  the  Catholic  Church. 
Many  pagans  began  coming  to  Mass 
on  Sunday  and  asking  for  instruc- 
tions. The  power  of  the  God  of  the 
Christians  was  extolled.  I had  lost 
some  sleep,  but  gained  some  souls, 
thanks  to  the  Devil  and  Lin  San 
Ting. 

The  old  gentleman  still  insists 
that  the  boy  was  possessed,  and  that 
I cast  out  the  devil.  After  all,  he  is 
right — for  by  original  sin  we  are 
children  of  wrath,  and  by  Baptism, 
sons  of  God,  and  heirs  to  the  king- 
dom of  heaven. 


SCARBORQ  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

ANNUAL  BAZAAR 

NOVEMBER  15 

COLUMBUS  HALL,  TORONTO 

Corner  Sherbourne  and  Linden  Sts. 

You  Can  Help  Now 

by: 

* Donating  articles  to  sell  in  booths. 

* Buying  or  helping  to  sell  books  of  tickets  on  the  Grand  Draw. 

* Offering  your  personal  service  to  work  at  the  Bazaar. 

(The  service  of  both  men  and  women  is  required.) 

Address  all  communications: 

REV.  J.  McGOEY,  S.F.M., 

Scarboro  House, 

60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
or  Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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The  city  youngster  was  roaming 
around  in  the  country  when  he  came 
across  a bunch  of  empty  condensed 
milk  cans.  Greatly  excited,  he  yelled 
to  his  companions: 

‘Hey,  guys,  come  here  quick!  I’ve 
found  a cow’s  nest!” 

★ 

A New  Hampshire  farmer  had  been 
urged  to  attend  the  funeral  of  his 
neighbour’s  third  wife.  “But  I’m  not 
goin’,”  he  announced  to  his  own  wife. 

“Goodness  sakes,  why  not?”  she 
asked. 

“Well  Mary,  I’m  beginning  to  feel 
kinda  awkward  about  goin’  so  often 
without  anything  of  the  sort  to  ask  him 
back  to.” 

★ 

During  a performance  at  the  Califor- 
nia Laguna  Beach  Playhouse,  a sweet 
little  old  lady,  obviously  unaccustomed 
to  legitimate  theatre,  started  to  leave 
immediately  after  the  first  act.  “My,  but 
I did  enjoy  the  play,”  she  told  the 
hostess. 

“Can’t  you  stay  to  see  the  rest?” 

The  little  old  lady  smiled  sadly. 
“There  wouldn’t  be  much  use.  Look,” 
she  pointed  to  the  program,  “it  says 
here — Act  II,  same  as  Act  I.” 

★ 

The  teacher  had  explained  the  signs 
of  the  zodiac  to  her  class,  and  called 
on  several  pupils  to  repeat  them. 

“Cancer,  the  crab,”  said  Mary. 

“Leo,  the  lion,”  suggested  Bob. 

Henry  hesitated;  then  beamed  and  re- 
plied, “Mickey,  the  mouse.” 

★ 

Little  Lulu:  “What’s  a cannibal, 

daddy?” 

Daddy:  “You  know  perfectly  well 
■what  a cannibal  is.  Suppose  you  ate  up 
your  Mummy  and  me  one  night — what 
would  you  be?” 

Lulu:  “An  orphan.” 


If  you  tell  a man  there  are  276,  679, 
854,  638  stars  in  the  universe,  he’ll  be- 
lieve you,  but  if  a sign  says  “Fresh 
Paint,”  he  has  to  make  a personal  in- 
vestigation. 

★ 

Famous  last  words:  “This  windshield 
is  pretty  dirty,  but  I can  still  see  okay.” 

★ 

A soldier  who  had  just  lost  his  three 
stripes  for  a slight  infraction  of  regula- 
tions, emerged  from  his  C.O.’s  tent 
muttering:  “That  guy  certainly  is  a 
man  of  few  words.  He  calls  me  in  and 
says:  ‘Hello,  sergeant;  sit  down,  ser- 
geant— get  up,  private;  good-bye,  pri- 
vate’.” 

* 

“Your  leg  is  swollen,”  admitted  the 
doctor.  “But  I wouldn’t  worry  about 
it.” 

“Well,  if  your  leg  was  swollen,  I 
wouldn’t  worry  about  it  either.” 

★ 

Customer:  “I  want  to  buy  a plow.” 
Clerk:  “Sorry,  we  have  no  plows.” 
Customer:  “This  is  a heck  of  a drug 
store.” 

★ 

“Madam,  what  do  you  mean  by  letting 
your  child  snatch  off  my  wig?” 

“Oh,  it’s  a wig,  is  it?  I was  afeared 
for  a minute  that  he’d  scalpt  ye.” 

★ 

Here’s  one  about  the  newly-widowed 
Mrs.  Jones,  who  was  in  mourning.  Mrs. 
Smith  noticed  it  and  asked  the  reason. 

“Well,”  said  the  first  lady,  “my  hus- 
band fell  off  a barge  and  was  drowned.” 
“That’s  too  bad,”  said  Mrs.  Smith. 
“Did  he  leave  you  well  provided  for?” 
“Indeed  he  did,”  answered  the  widow. 
“He  left  me  fifty  thousand  dollars.” 
“Why,  that’s  marvelous  for  a man 
who  couldn’t  read  or  write.” 

“Nor  swim  either,”  answered  Mrs. 
Jones. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET 


By 

RT.  REV.  J.  E.  McRAE 

S.F.M.,  P.A. 


The  month  of  November  when 
nature  is  dying  is  set  aside  by 
the  Church  to  direct  the  atten- 
tion of  her  faithful  in  a special  way 
to  the  plight  of  the  souls  in  Purga- 
tory. They  can  no  longer  help  them- 
selves. Their  power  to  merit  for 
themselves  ends  with  death,  “for 
the  night  cometh  when  no  man  can 
work.”  John  IX,  4.  They  must 
suffer  in  prison  until  the  justice 
of  God  is  satisfied  and  the  stains 
of  their  sins  wiped  out. 

Extreme  though  these  sufferings 
are,  St.  Catherine  of  Genoa  tells  us 
there  can  be  no  despair,  that  the 
consciousness  of  making  atonement 
to  God  makes  them  courageous  as 
martyrs  and  filled  to  overflowing 
with  love  for  Him.  Even  though 
they  can  do  nothing  for  themselves. 
He  who  died  on  the  cross  for  them 
has  provided  means  through  which 
we,  still  on  earth,  may  help  to 
lessen  their  pains  and  hasten  their 
entry  into  Heaven.  Being  members 
of  the  Communion  of  Saints  it  is 
our  privilege — nay,  our  duty — to 
take  advantage  of  this  merciful  di- 
vine condescension  in  order  to  in- 
crease the  heavenly  court,  thus 
advancing  God’s  honor  and  merit- 
ing reward  for  ourselves  as  well. 

Of  all  the  means  available  the 
holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  is  the 
most  helpful  to  the  holy  souls 
(Council  of  Trent).  This  is  be- 
cause it  is  Our  Lord  who,  as  on 
the  cross,  offers  Himself  and  is 
offered  for  the  intentions  of  both 


“Have  pity  on  me,  have  pity  on 
me,  at  least  you  my  friends  for  the 
hand  of  the  Lord  hath  touched  me.” 


priest  and  people.  Says  St.  John 
Chrysostom : “How  anxiously 

must  they  (the  holy  souls)  watch 
for  the  hour  during  which  Masses 
are  said,  sure  at  least  of  the 
‘Memento  of  the  Dead’  which  will 
bring  refreshment  to  their  pains.” 
The  saint  emphasizes  the  close  con- 
nection between  the  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  and  the  souls  in  Purgatory: 
“Indeed  when  all  people  are  joined 
together  in  prayer  and  all  the  as- 
semblage of  the  priests  lift  up  their 
hands  towards  Heaven,  whilst  the 
adorable  sacrifice  is  being  offered, 
how  can  we  fail  to  appease  God  on 
behalf  of  the  souls,  all  praying  thus 
together  for  them?  The  tender 
heart  of  Jesus  imprisoned  day  after 
day  within  the  narrow  limits  of  the 
tabernacle,  cannot  fail  to  have 
compassion  on  His  children  cap- 
tive in  Purgatory.”  St.  Augustine 
quotes  the  words  of  his  dying 
mother,  St.  Monica:  “Lay  this 
body  anywhere,  let  not  that  dis- 
quiet you;  this  only  I request  that 
you  would  remember  me  at  the 
Lord’s  altar  wherever  you  be.” 
Here  then  we  have  the  supremely 
efficient  means  of  helping  the  holy 
souls. 

Alas,  how  often  we  forget  them, 
absorbed  in  the  present,  in  our- 
selves, our  miseries  and  our  wants. 
How  often  we  make  aimless  pray- 
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ers  which,  if  applied  to  them,  would 
bring  an  ocean  of  soothing  to  their 
pains,  and  communions  without 
any  special  intention,  which,  if 
offered  for  them,  might  be  the  final 
suffrage  wanting  to  complete  their 
term  of  banishment.  “Masses  are 
heard,  visits  are  made  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  where  we  omit 
altogether  to  mention  them  and 
forget  also  that  the  holy  souls  once 
in  Heaven  are  not  likely  to  forget 
those  who  opened  their  prison 
gates.”  (Father  Lasance). 

Be  it  stated,  however,  that,  not- 
withstanding many  lost  and  for- 
gotten opportunities  of  helping  the 
holy  souls,  our  Catholic  people 
unquestionably  have  great  devotion 
for  them,  as  witnessed  by  the  great 
number  of  Masses  requested  all 
through  the  year  and  especially  on 
the  occasion  of  the  death  of  friends 
and  during  the  month  of  Novem- 
ber. It  is  during  this  month  that 
the  Church  exhorts  her  children  to 
greater  devotion  and  sacrifices  for 
them,  echoing  the  appeal  of  Holy 
Job,  “Have  pity  on  me,  have  pity 
on  me,  at  least  you  my  friends.” 
“0  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  King  of 
Glory,  deliver  the  souls  of  all  the 
faithful  departed  from  the  pains  of 
hell  and  from  the  deep  pit;  deliver 
them  from  the  lion’s  mouth,  that 
hell  engulf  them  not,  that  they  fall 
not  into  the  darkness ; but  let 
Michael,  the  holy  standard  bearer, 
bring  them  into  the  holy  light 
which  Thou  didst  promise  to 
Abraham  and  his  seed.  May  eter- 
nal light  shine  upon  them,  0 Lord, 
with  Thy  saints  forever,  because 
Thou  art  king.”  (Offertory  and 
Communion  of  the  Requiem  Mass.) 

Though  holy  Mass,  holy  Com- 
munion and  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  are  the  most 
efficacious  means  of  helping  the 
holy  souls,  there  are  many  others 


recommended  by  the  Church. 
Among  them  one  of  the  most  help- 
ful is  the  Heroic  Act.  This  consists 
of  the  voluntary  resignation  in 
their  behalf  of  all  the  satisfaction 
made  to  God  by  our  good  works. 
Those  who  make  it  may  gain  a 
plenary  indulgence  applicable  to 
the  souls  in  Purgatory  every  time 
they  approach  the  holy  table  and 
priests  who  make  it  enjoy  the  In- 
dult  of  a personal  privileged  altar 
every  day  of  the  year.  No  formula 
is  necessary  and  it  may  be  re- 
voked at  any  time.  (The  Raccolta) 
Other  means  are  so  numerous  that 
mention  of  only  a few  can  be  made 
in  this  brief  article.  There  is  the 
Way  of  the  Cross,  to  which  so 
many  indulgences  are  attached 
that  they  may  not  be  specified  (The 
Raccolta).  There  is  the  Rosary,  so 
popular  with  our  Catholic  people, 
and  urgently  requested  even  by 
Our  Blessed  Mother,  especially  in 
her  apparitions  at  Lourdes  and 
Fatima.  Again  there  are  the  count- 
less prayers,  our  daily  labors,  acts 
of  mortification,  refusing  ourselves 
small  gratifications  in  order  to  dis- 
cipline and  immolate  our  will 
against  those  human  instincts  that 
are  always  soiling  our  souls  with 
countless  venial  sins. 

With  so  many  and  such  easy 
means  at  our  disposal,  is  there  any 
reason  why  we  should  not  revital- 
ize our  devotion  to  the  holy  souls 
instead  of  thoughtlessly  passing 
them  by.  “These  holy  souls  once 
in  Heaven  are  not  likely  to  forget 
those  who  opened  their  prison 
gates.”  Let  us  respond  earnestly  to 
their  appeal:  “Have  pity  on  me, 
have  pity  on  me,  at  least  yOu  my 
friends  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord 
hath  touched  me.” 

Eternal  rest  grant  unto  them  0 
Lord  and  let  perpetual  light  shine 
upon  them. 


May  They  Rest  in  Peace 
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IN-C 


On  the  above  map  may  be  followed  the  course 
of  the  West  Indies'  Pilgrimage  from  the  Domini- 
can Republic  (Santo  Domingo),  in  the  North-West, 
to  Trinidad,  in  the  South-East. 


“M 


AY  the  Holy  Year  be  for  all 


men  a year  of  purifica- 
tion and  sanctification  of 


interior  life  and  reparation,  the  year 
of  the  great  return  and  of  the  great 
pardon.”  Thus,  prayed  the  Holy  Father 
in  Rome  and  asked  the  Faithful  to  pray 
likewise. 


There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  answer 
of  Catholic  Christendom  to  the  call  of 
Pius  XII.  Prayers  and  good  works 
have  mounted  up  to  the  Throne  of  God 
from  millions  who,  in  union  with  the 
Pope,  are  desirous  that  “all  men,  from 
every  land  and  every  shore,  may 


Archbishop  Ryan  and  Father  Moore,  S.F.M.,  follow 
behind  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  in  the  procession 
through  Castries,  St.  Lucia.  Archbishop  Ryan  is 
acting  government  administrator  for  the  English 
Colony  on  the  island. 


The  Glort 


By  A.  C 


•1 


accomplish  the  desired 
with  all  the  urgency  demanded  by  thesy 
extraordinary  times”.  ^ 

Many  of  the  most  wonderful  manj 
festations  of  this  spirit  of  prayer  anl 
penance  have  been  recorded  in 
nection  with  the  devotion  to  Our  Ladj 
of  Fatima,  whose  call  to  the  world  ij  |( 
her  apparitions  in  Portugal  33  yeaij 
ago  is  strikingly  re-echoed  in  the  Holj 
Year  programme  of  1950.  Readers 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  have  bee 
kept  informed  of  the  several  great  Pi 
grimages  undertaken  in  various  par# 
of  the  world  with  “Pilgrim  Virgin 
statues  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  t 
everyone’s  attention  the  plea  made  b 
God’s  Mother  to  Her  children.  Iji 
Europe,  in  America,  in  India,  and 
Latin-America,  such  Pilgrimages  havj 
been  the  occasion  of  countless  graces.! 

Everywhere  the  statues  of  Our  Ladj 
have  gone  the  wonder  of  the  publi| 
demonstrations  has  been  outmatched  b| 
the  spiritual  miracles  over  souls  in  sir| 
In  particular,  because  letters  have  con:^ 
lo  us  from  areas  visited  by  our  Fathe 
Patrick  Moore  during  his  Latir 


I of  Mary 

TE,  S.F.M; 


1 American  Pilgrimage,  we  can  bear  wit- 
l^  ness  to  Mary’s  influence  over  the  lives 

('  of  many.  One  letter  describes  what 
has  taken  place  as  “crowded  hours  of 
glorious  life”.  Others  have  told  us  of 
sicknesses  almost  miraculously  cured, 

I conversions  to  Catholicity,  family  re- 
I conciliations,  the  breaking  of  the 
! bondage  of  illicit  unions,  and  the  re- 
I turn  to  the  reception  of  the  Sacraments. 
I Impressive  have  been  the  stories 
( from  the  West  Indies  of  scoffers  of 
j Mary  who  have  been  brought  to  their 
I knees  in  repentance.  A Protestant  from 
i Toronto,  Canada,  who  encountered  the 
I Pilgrimage  in  the  Island  of  St.  Lucia, 
I took  the  trouble  to  write  our  Society  of 
|i  the  impression  it  made  on  him  and  his 
j!  admiration  at  seeing  a Canadian  priest 
I engaged  in  such  a work.  The  reanima- 
■ tion  of  Catholic  Faith  in  Trinidad, 
I'  Tobago,  Grenada,  Carriacan,  the 
^ Barbados,  St.  Vincent,  St.  Lucia, 
i Dominica,  and  others  of  the  numerous 
! West  Indies  Islands,  has  been  a 
I spiritual  experience  without  parallel  in 
jnocjern  times.  In  the  Barbados,  for 
i example,  there  are  only  three  priests 


motor  boat  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  visits  the  cities, 
the  West  Indies. 


Silhouetted  against  a tropical  sky  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  begins  her  victorious  tour  of  Trinidad. 


serving  three  thousand  Catholics  out  of 
a total  population  of  about  two  hundred 
thousand  people;  yet  more  than  six 
thousand  people  greeted  Our  Lady’s 
arrival  there. 

The  publicity  given  to  Catholic  doc- 
trine, and  the  resultant  breaking  down 
of  ignorance  and  prejudice,  have  been 
the  worthwhile  results  of  Our  Lady’s 
Pilgrimage. 

By  using  all  manner  of  conveyance 
the  statue  of  Mary  has  been  brought  to 
Capital  Cities  and  to  villages  lost  in 
the  mountains.  Everywhere  she  has 
left  her  blessings.  The  world,  and 
thousands  of  individuals,  are  better 
because  of  the  meeting.  Mary  is  truly 
anxious  that  as  many  as  possible  make 
this  a memorable  Holy  Year. 


From  the  ship's  deck  Father  Moore,  S.F.M.,  says  a 
last  word  to  the  people  of  St.  Lucia  as  the 
Pilgrimage  departs  for  the  Island  of  Dominica. 


Rcpublica  Dominicano 
Ayuntomiento  De  La  Comun  Oe  Boni 
Sindicatura 

Banl,  Repiiblicft  Doninicana* 
28  de  Jxaio  del  1950. 


Rev,  John  Fullerton,  S.P.M, 

Soarbono  Foreign  Hisslon  Society 
Scarbono  Bluffs, 

ONTARIO,  CANADA. 

Reverendo  Padre t 

Grata  noticia  ha  sido  para  este  Ayuntamiento  Co- 
raunal  haberse  enterado  de  la  mejorla  que  habeie  experiraentado  - 
VOS,  en  el  quebranto  que  afectaba  su  apr^^ciada  salud,  Interpre- 
tando  los  sentlmientos  de  la  colectlvidad  banlleja^  nue  le  esti- 
ma  y distingue  por  los  beneflcios  espiritxiales  recibidos  de  vos 
durante  eu  penaanoncia  en  esta  Ciudad  como  Cura  PArroco,  hace- 
mos  llegar  hasta  vos  la  expresidn  de  la  mAs  sincera  congratula- 
ci6n,- 

Rogando  al  Todopoderoso  porous  7os  reoupercls  to 
talraente  la  salud  perdlda,  y con  la  esperanza  de  que  muy  pronto 
esta  feligresla  tenga  la  dicha  de  esciichar  vuentros  conse.ios  e£ 
pirituales  os  saludan  en  la  gracia  de  Dios,  ” 

JUAN  CS5R0NIM0  CASTRO, 

Presidents  del  Ayuntamiento. - 


PEDRO  PABLO  KININO  B. , ' MARIO  MEDINA'  LORA, 

Regldor.  Regldor, 


Regidor 


DOMINGO  CRUZ  OARRIDa, 
Secretario  General. 

DCG. 

rvf. 


JULIO  C,  FRANJUL, 


DR.  miATO  ALBERl 

Reg^!^ 

, 

ORTIZ  sant/Na, 
Sindico  Municli 
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(^jUti^mA  Sani  Mnd 
o^^kial  U)sdi"  wi&hsA 

io  JaiheA  JulkAlon  A.^.m. 


Below  is  the  translation  of  the  letter 
in  Spanish  appearing  on  the  opposite 
page.  It  was  received  by  Rev.  John 
Fullerton,  S.F.M.,  while  he  was  a patient 
in  St.  Joseph’s  Hospital,  Toronto. 


Father  Fullerton  went  to  Santo  Do- 
mingo in  November  1943.  In  February 
1945  he  was  appointed  to  the  Parish  of 
Bani.  It  was  on  his  furlough  home  this 
year  that  he  entered  St.  Joseph’s  Hos- 
R JhFlItnSFM  pital  for  an  operation.  Complications 

developed  and  for  a few  weeks  he  was 
in  imminent  danger  of  death.  God  spared  his  life  and  towards  the  end  of 
September  Father  Fullerton  returned  to  Santo  Domingo  and  his  beloved 
people  of  Bani. 


DOMINICAN  REPUBLIC 


Mayor’s  Office,  City  Hall,  Bani 


I Rev.  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M.,  July  28th,  1950. 

f Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario,  Canada. 

^ Reverend  Father: — 

; It  has  been  pleasant  news  for  this  Town  Council  to  receive  notice  of  your 

improved  health.  Expressing  the  sentiments  of  the  people  of  Bani,  who 
% esteem  you  for  the  spiritual  benefits  you  have  dispensed  to  us  during  your 

stay  in  this  city  as  Parish  Priest,  we  send  you  the  expression  of  our  most 

L sincere  congratulations. 

P Praying  to  the  Almighty  that  you  may  completely  recover  your  former 

g health  and  with  the  hope  that  this  flock  may  soon  have  the  happiness  of 

i.  listening  to  your  spiritual  advice,  we  salute  you  in  the  grace  of  God. 

Geronimo  Castro, 

President  of  the  City  Council. 
MARIO  MEDINA  LORA, 
Councilman 

DR.  VIRIATO  ALBERTY  M. 
Councilman 

ANTONIO  ORTIZ  SANTANA, 
Mayor. 


I J 

PEDRO  PABLO  MININO  B., 

*3  Councilman 

^ JULIO  C.  FRANJUL, 

Councilman 

i DOMINGO  CRUZ  GARRIDO, 

General  Secretary. 
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Communism's  Attack 

on  CHINA'S  FAMILY  SYSTEM 


The  biggest  revolution  in  China 
is  the  one  you  never  heard 
about — the  destruction  of  the 
age-old  Family  System. 

The  Communists  never  openly  say 
they  are  attacking  the  Chinese  fam- 
ily life.  They  assail  “feudalism”  and 
“imperialistic  influences”,  but  never 
the  traditional  ties  which  for  four 
thousand  years  have  made  China  a 
source  of  a unique  culture. 

The  family  system  is  the  glue 
which  has  held  China  together  over 
the  passing  centuries.  Based  on  an- 
cestor worship,  it  was  the  warp  upon 
which  the  fabric  of  Chinese  life  was 
woven.  It  dictated  marriages  and 
procreation  that  the  ancestors  might 
be  honoured.  It  kept  family  loyalties 
supreme.  It  was  China’s  salvation 
and  her  curse.  It  kept  her  from  fall- 
ing apart  into  little  nations  but 
throttled  her  growth  into  a really 
great  power. 

Such  a system  has  no  place  in  the 
Communist  programme  of  world 
domination  for  the  loyalties  the 
family  system  elicits  prove'  poor 
breeding  ground  for  the  Red  weapon 
of  hate  and  suspicion.  Thus  the  sys- 
tem must  be  destroyed.  It  is  being 
done  through  three  approaches  — 
youth,  the  status  of  women,  and 
peasant  politics. 

Youth  Programmes 

A college  student  in  Communist 
Peking  recently  wrote  to  his  father 
in  Hong  Kong:  “I  should  not  call 
you  father  because  I now  belong  to 
the  State.  I am  short  of  funds  and 
would  appreciate  your  help  . . . .” 
This  boy  has  to  ask  his  father 
for  money  but  he  is  learning  to 
recognize  a new  supreme  authority 
in  his  life — the  Communist  State. 


The  new  youth  programme  is  a 
sharp  break  from  the  classic  Chinese 
ideas  of  how  young  people  should 
behave.  The  programme  plays  up  to 
the  natural  inclinations  of  youth  to 
associate  with  the  members  of  the 
opposite  sex.  It  encourages  boys  and 
girls  to  fraternize  with  one  another 
and  sponsors  a programme  of  youth 
activities,  both  social  and  athletic, 
which  bring  the  young  people  into 
close  contact  with  one  another. 
Prior  to  the  Communist  invasion 
boys  and  girls  were  not  supposed 
to  be  seen  in  public  together,  let 
alone  engage  in  dancing  and  other 
activities  which  demanded  physical 
contact  with  one  another. 

Women’s  Status  Changed 

For  centuries  the  great  mass  of  the 
pagan  women  in  China  were  directly 
subservient  to  their  husbands.  Their 
status  was  hardly  more  honourable 
than  that  of  a beast  of  burden.  Their 
husbands  could  divorce  them  at 
will;  but  the  women  had  no  such 
right,  they  must  remain  with  their 
husbands,  serve  them  and  bear  the 
children  demanded  by  custom.  Very 
few  met  their  husbands  before  mar- 
riage for,  by  custom,  most  marriages 
were  arranged  by  the  parents  of  the 
couple  to  be  married. 

The  Communists  have  given  Chi- 
nese women  what  has  the  appearance 
of  equality  with  men.  Now  they  can 
criticize  their  husbands  in  public 
and  divorce  them.  Marital  relations 
are  no  longer  so  much  a one-way 
street.  The  very  active  Women’s 
Associations  which  the  Reds  are 
promoting  play  a big  part  in  this 
profound  rearrangement  of  Chinese 
life.  They  are  invested  with  the 
authority  to  summon  into  court  hus- 


I 


Page  Twenty 


SCARBORO 


1 bands  who  refuse  to  follow  the  Party 
Line  on  the  matter  of  domestic  re- 
lations and  are  known  to  inflict 
bodily  punishment  when  such  hus- 
bands do  not  respond  to  a first 
warning. 

Peasant  Politics 

The  vast  bulk  of  China’s  multi- 
million population  lives  in  the  coun- 
try and  is  composed  mainly  of 
farmers.  These  people,  for  the  most 
part,  are  poor  and  simple  peasant 
folk.  For  centuries  they  have  lived 
^ under  the  tyranny  of  local  officials 

: into  whose  coffers  went  what  little 

; wealth  the  farm  people  might  gather. 
The  Reds,  in  encouraging  the  pea- 
sants to  “overthrow”  the  old  order, 
have  introduced  such  novelties  as 
village  elections  and  public  meetings 
where  grievances  may  be  aired  as 
long  as  they  are  “democratic”  — 
that  is,  not  against  the  new  regime. 

It  is  not  important  to  the  peasant 
that  these  elections  are  not  by  secret 
ballot  or  that  public  meetings  are 
. often  organized  mob  action.  What 
dazzles  him  is  the  fact  that  they  are 
' held  at  all,  and  that  he  is  part  of 

' them.  Under  the  old  system  he  was 

supposed  to  accept  his  lot.  It  was 
' the  will  of  heaven — ^his  fate.  Under 


This  article  is  a reprint  from  the 
“China  Missionary  Bulletin”,  a 
Hong  Kong  Catholic  publication 
which  features  articles  on  religious 
and  secular  events  inside  China. 
The  secular  articles  are  derived  for 
the  most  part  from  the  daily  papers 
of  the  Colony,  “The  Hong  Kong 
Standard”  and  “The  Hong  Kong 
Herald”.  “Communism’s  Attack  on 
China’s  Family  System”  first  ap- 
peared in  “The  Hong  Kong 
Standard.” 


the  Reds  he  is  allowed  to  assert  him- 
self as  a man  to  some  extent,  and 
to  him  it  is  terrific.  The  fact  that 
certain  neighbours  have  disappeared 
in  the  night  following  a public  meet- 
ing in  which  they  exercised  their 
freedom  without  caution  to  the  ex- 
tent of  criticizing  the  new  regime, 
has  not  as  yet  killed  the  novelty  of 
this  new  experience.  As  he  is  used 
to  accepting  authority,  he  accepts 
without  protest  the  Communist 
leadership  that  has  replaced  the  old 
authority. 

No  one  supposes  that  the  Red  rule 
rests  less  heavily  upon  the  Chinese 
than  did  the  old  order.  In  time  it 
may  become  more  intolerable,  but 
by  that  time  the  Reds  may  have 
succeeded  in  splitting  the  atom  of 
Chinese  life — the  Family. 


!!-? 
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WANTED 

BOOKS  FOR  PRIESTS  IN  JAPAN:. 

The  Priests  in  Japan  request  books  for  their  library.  Books  of  the 
following  nature  are  desired: 

• SPIRITUAL  • HISTORICAL  • THEOLOGICAL 

Address  to: 

REV.  FATHER  SUPERIOR, 

Scarboro  Fathers, 

47  Takanawa, 

Minami-Cho,  Minato-Ku, 

Tokyo,  Japan. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-One 


Beatification  of 
Marperite  Bonrgeoys 

November  12th,  1950,  will  be 

a memorable  day  in  the 
annals  of  Catholic  life  in 
Canada,  for  on  that  day  Pope  Pius 
XII  will  confer  the  title  “Blessed” 
on  Venerable  Marguerite  Bourgeoys, 
Foundress  of  the  Congregation  of 
Notre  Dame. 

Marguerite  Bourgeoys  desired  to 
be  a nun  but  was  refused  admission 
to  various  religious  orders  in  France, 
yet  her  eagerness  to  give  herself 
wholly  to  God  had  urged  her  to  take 
the  two  vows  of  virginity  and  poverty. 
In  1620  she  came  to  Canada,  or  New 
France  as  it  was  known,  on  the  invi- 
tation of  the  Governor  of  the  newly 
founded  colony  of  Ville  Marie  to 
assist  in  the  education  of  the 
children. 

Her  zeal  extended  beyond  the 
confines  of  Ville  Marie  to  embrace 
the  Indian  children.  As  her  labours 
increased  she  gathered  other  inter- 
ested women  around  her.  It  was 
from  this  small  group  that  the  great 
and  influential  order  of  the  Congre- 
gation of  Notre  Dame  came  into 


Blessed  Marguerite  Bourgeoys 


being.  Today  the  activities  ‘ of  her 
Congregation  extend  beyond  the 
borders  of  Canada  to  Japan. 

Canada  rejoices  with  the  Congre- 
gation of  Notre  Dame  on  this 
singular  favour  that  the  Holy  Father 
sees  fit  to  bestow  this  month  on  their 
Venerable  Foundress  — Marguerite 
Bourgeoys. 


Mother  House  of  the  Congregation  of  Notre  Dame,  Montreal 
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Obon*aItar,  with  various  offerings 


According  to  a popular  be- 
lief, the  soul  of  a dead  person 
hovers  about  its  earthly  abode 
for  approximately  forty-nine  days 
after  death,  and  thus  the  body  it 
once  occupied  may  be  kept  at  home 
for  this  length  of  time.  After  the 
body  is  buried  the  spirit  is  thought 
to  make  an  annual  visit  to  its  former 
home  on  the  13th  of  July  (old  cal- 
endar) to  stay  for  three  days.  On 
that  evening,  every  orthodox  Japa- 
nese family  will  make  what  is  called 
0-Mukae-bi  (welcome  fire)  before 
the  house  by  burning  a few  dried 
stems  of  hemp  on  a clay-plate  to 
serve  as  a welcoming  beacon  to  the 
home-coming  spirit.  This  invitation 
is  called  0-Shoro  (spirit-invitation). 

Some  of  the  members  of  the 
family  warm  their  hands  over  this 
fire  and  then  rub  their  bodies,  for  it 
is  believed  that  this  rubbing  will 
cure  any  physical  ailment. 

In  the  home  a service  is  conducted 
by  a Buddhist  priest  who  reads  the 
sutra  before  an  altar  prepared  for 
this  occasion.  On  the  altar  are 
wooden  tablets  upon  which  are 
written  the  names  of  the  departed 
members  of  the  family.  Wide  varie- 
ties of  vegetables  and  fruits  are 
placed  on  a mat  made  from  the  dried 
stalks  of  water-rice.  These  are  an 


O-Bon  or  All 
Soul’s 
Festival 

ofiering  to  the  spirits.  While  no 
fish,  fowl  or  meat  is  offered,  the 
images  of  a bull  and  a horse  made 
of  an  egg-plant  and  a Shirouri 
(white  melon),  with  legs  made  of 
dried  hemp  stems,  are  quite  indis- 
pensable to  this  ceremony. 

These  spiritual  visitors  are  sup- 
posed to  remain  in  their  earthly 
habitations  for  the  duration  of  their 
three-day  visit  and  they  then  depart 
by  riding  the  egg-plant  bull  and  the 
white-melon  horse  to  their  celestial 
dwellings.  The  offerings  are  then 
thrown  into  a nearby  river. 

This  practice  of  feeding  the  de- 
parted members  is  called  0-Bon, 
shortened  from  Ullambana  (Ullam 
— head  down;  bana  — stand),  an 
Indian  practice.  Priest  Maudgalya 
(Mokuren  in  Japanese),  a disciple 
of  the  Lord  Buddha,  with  his  power 
of  seeing  the  dead,  saw  his  mother 
suffering  in  an  inferno  of  starva- 
tion where  everything  she  tried  to 
eat  became  a flame.  He  consulted 
the  Lord  Buddha,  who  told  him  to 
offer  food  on  the  15th  of  the  seventh 
month  (July),  in  order  to  save  his 
mother  from  this  inferno.  This  is  the 
origin  of  0-Bon  or  all-souls  festival. 

0-Bon  or  all-souls  festival  came 
to  Japan  during  the  reign  of  the 
Empress  Saimei.  It  was  observed 
for  the  first  time  in  658  A.D.  and 
has  been  practised  ever  since.  Dur- 
ing the  0-Bon  days  the  farmers  re- 
tire from  their  fields  to  enjoy  the 
celebrations,  the  Bon-Odori  (Bon- 
dance)  and  the  Toro-nagashi  (lan- 
tern festival)  being  among  them. 
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Nobody  denies  that  the  Chinese  invented  bio ck-priiiting  but  it  is  not 
generally  known  that  our  Oriental  brethren  also  got  there  first  with 
movable  type.  In  school  we  were  taught  that  movable  type  evolved 
either  with  Coster  of  Holland  or  the  German,  Gutenberg,  both  of  whom  lived 
in  the  first  half  of  the  15th  century. 

It  is  therefore  interesting  to  note  that  some  four  hundred  years  previously 
a Chinese  block-printer  named  Sheng  first  used  movable  porcelain  type  for 
printing.  In  a work  written  by  the  Chinese  author  Shen  K’ou,  some  thirty 
years  after  the  invention  (about  1070  A.D.),  we  find  the  following  descrip- 
tion of  the  discovery  that  was  to  revolutionize  world  civilization:  “The  method 
is  to  engrave  characters  very  lightly  on  sticky  clay  and  to  mold  same  into 
small  seals  or  stamps,  each  bearing  a single  character.  These  seals  were  then 
baked  so  as  to  acquire  the  necessary  hardness.  An  iron  plate  was  already 
prepared  on  which  was  smeared  a substance  compounded  of  fir-glue,  wax  and 
charred  paper.  When  there  was  printing  to  do,  an  iron  frame  was  placed 
on  the  plate  and  within  this  frame  were  inserted  these  character-bearing  seals 
until  it  was  filled  so  as  to  form  a block.  The  mixture  being  melted  by  the 
application  of  fire,  a flat  plate  was  pressed  against  the  characters  until  they 
became  perfectly  level  like  a grind-stone.  For  the  purpose  of  printing  but 
two  or  three  leaves  this  method  is  naturally  cumbersome  but  when  there  is  a 
question  of  printing  ten,  a hundred  or  a thousand  leaves  this  method  is 
nothing  short  of  marvellous  for  speed.” 

The  Chinese  later  improved  on  this  method  of  printing  with  movable 
type  in  a framed  matrix  by  substituting  copper  and  lead  type  for  the  porce- 
lain “seals”.  In  the  twelfth  century  the  Koreans  were  using  movable  type  made 
of  bronze.  It  was  probably  the  Arabs  who  brought  the  knowledge  of  the 
invention  to  Europe  where  it  came  into  use  at  the  end  of  the  fourteenth 
century. 


THE  BURSE  OF  THE  MONTH 

HOLY  SOULS'  BURSE  - $5,000.00 

November  is  the  Month  of  the  Holy  Souls. 

You  can  express  your  devotion  to  them  by  contributing  alms  to  complete 
the  Holy  Souls  Burse. 

Address  all  contributions: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

NOTE:  All  contributions  are.  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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Dear  Buds : 

It  is  two  months  since  that  Sep- 
tember morning  when  you  dusted  off 
your  text  books  and  went  back  to 
school.  The  Summer  holidays  were 
over  and  all  that  remained  of  them 
were  the  pleasant  memories  of  the 
wonderful  times  you  had.  By  now 
even  the  memory  of  those  good  times 
is  dim.  Your  work  at  school,  the  new 
friends  you  have  made  and  the 
games  you  play  in  the  school  yard, 
have  become  the  things  immediately 
important  to  you. 

We  Do  Forget 

This  should  serve  to  teach  you  a 
little  lesson,  dear  Buds.  The  lesson 
is  this.  Boys  and  girls,  and  men  and 
women,  too,  easily  forget.  The 
memory  of  things  we  once  enjoyed 
doing  and  the  associations  we  had 
with  people  in  the  past  oft  become 
dim  as  the  days,  months  and  years 
march  past.  A person  we  once  knew 
with  whom  we  were  perhaps  very 
friendly,  a person  who  might  even 
have  been  a relative,  dies.  For  a 
while  we  miss  that  person.  But  soon, 
we  make  new  friends;  we  become 
interested  in  new  things;  and  before 
long,  we  seldom  think  of  that  per- 
son we  once  loved  so  much.  We  do 
forget! 

Mother  Remembers 

At  home,  who  is  it  that  reminds 
us  to  do  certain  things  each  day? 


It  is  mother!  Who  is  it  that  reminds 
us  to  say  our  prayers,  to  go  to  Con- 
fession and  Holy  Communion  each 
week,  and  to  go  to  Mass  on  Sundays 
and  Holy  Days?  It  is  mother!  Who 
remembers  the  approaching  dates  of 
the  birthdays  of  other  members  of 
the  family?  Again,  it  is  mother!  Yes, 
mother  reminds  us  of  so  many  things 
that  without  her  help  we  would  be 
very  neglectful  boys  and  girls. 

The  Church  Reminds  Us 
It  is  with  reason  that  we  call  the 
Church  ^^Holy  Mother  Church?’  for 
she  acts  just  like  our  mother.  There 
are  certain  things  we  should  never 
forget;  but  we  do,  and  the  Church 
reminds  us  about  them.  One  of 
those  things  is  to  pray  for  the  souls 
of  our  relatives  and  friends  who  have 
died.  The  Church  does  not  want  us 
to  forget  them  and  therefore  she 
sets  aside  one  month  of  the  year, 
when  she  draws  to  our  attention  their 
need  for  prayer.  She  does  this  by 
reminding  us  of  the  Holy  Souls  in 
Purgatory  among  whom  may  be 
friends  and  relatives  of  ours.  The 
month  the  Church  has  appointed  for 
this  purpose  is  November,  dear  Buds. 
Listen  to  her  voice  and  remember 
the  souls  of  those  you  once  knew 
and  loved  while  they  were  yet  in  this 
world. 

God.  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I am  sending  you  two  hundred 
stamps  which  I have  saved  for  the 
missions.  I hope  they  will  be  oj 
some  help  to  you  although  it  isn’t 
much.  Yours  respectfully, 
Catherine  Ryan, 

St.  Marys’  Bay,  Nfld. 

Thank  you  indeed  for  the  stamps. 
We  certainly  will  he  able  to  make 
good  use  of  them.  Do  you  think  you 
could  get  us  some  more  members 
for  the  Rose  Garden.  We  have 
thousands  of  Buds  all  over  Canada 
and  the  United  States,  but  we  still 
need  more.  Right  now  times  are  very 
bad  in  China.  Our  priests  and  sis- 
ters are  counting  on  the  prayers  of 
the  Rose  Buds  more  than  you 
realize.  We  have  a new  mission  in 
Japan,  and  prayers  are  needed  there 
as  well  as  in  Santo  Domingo.  So  you 
see  the  need  is  very  great. 

During  the  summer  months  ask 
our  Blessed  Mother  to  encourage 
more  young  boys  to  give  their  lives 
to  God.  We  need  priests  so  badly. 
Sisters  too.  So  pray  for  vocations 
for  the  foreign  missions. 

Be  assured  of  a remembrance  in 
our  prayers  and  may  God  bless  you. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim : 

This  little  offering  has  been  long 
delayed.  1 shall  pray  for  the  foreign 
missions  and  hope  that  their  marvel- 
ous works  will  prosper. 

Yours  respectfully, 

Joan  McCarvell, 

32  Queen  St.  W., 

Guelph,  Ont. 

Dear  Joan: 

Your  gift  for  the  missions  was 
indeed  put  to  good  use.  We  are  very 
lucky  to  have  such  faithful  buds  in 
our  garden.  Your  donation  will  help 
our  priests  to  instruct  some  poor 
pagan  child  in  the  truths  of  our  holy 
religion.  Imagine  some  day  if  a soul 
gets  to  heaven  and  learns  that  your 
sacrifices  were  the  cause  of  his  con- 
version! It  could  happen.  The  power 
of  prayer  will  never  be  known  on 
earth. 

You  are  helping  a great  deal  in  a 
very  important  work.  May  our 
Blessed  Lady  keep  you  under  her 
protection  always. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


God  alone  it  pertaineth  to 
judge  others.  We  have  only  to 
look  to  ourselves.” — ^Theophane 
Venard,  Martyred  in  Tonquin. 
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THE  CAT-DANCE 

If  a towel  is  found  missing  in  a Japanese  family,  suspicion  is  often  thrown 
upon  the  cat,  for  many  of  the  people  believe  that  the  cat  dances  the  cat-dance 
to  the  tune:  “Neko-ja!  Neko-ja!”  (“We  are  cats,  we  are  cats!”)  with  a 
towel  around  its  head. 

In  Japanese  tradition,  a cat  is  often  represented  as  transformed  into  a 
human  being.  The  cat  of  Saga,  for  example,  is  the  most  famous  case.  The 
story  is  told  of  the  family  of  Nabashima,  the  lord  of  the  Saga  clan.  One  of 
his  ancestors  killed  Ryuzoji,  another  local  lord,  whose  pet  cat  changed  itself 
into  Lady  Nabeshima,  whom  it  had  killed.  Its  feline  followers  murdered  many 
court-ladies  of  Nabeshima  and  took  their  human  forms.  They  did  this  in 
order  to  revenge  the  death  of  Ryuzoji. 

THE  CAT-GRAVES 

The  cat  is  said  to  understand  the  human  language,  and  we  have  many 
stories  in  which  a cat  helped  its  master  to  restore  his  ruined  house,  repaid  its 
master’s  kindness,  or  killed  itself  at  the  grave  of  its  dead  master  by  cutting 
its  own  tongue  with  its  teeth.  The  Gotoku-ji  Temple  has  a cat-grave  that 
attracted  more  visitors  than  does  that  of  Lord  li,  in  whose  grave-yard  the  cat 
lies  buried.  The  Sairin-ji  Temple  at  Omaizaki,  in  Totomi  Province,  has  the 
grave  of  a cat  that  defended  the  temple  at  the  cost  of  its  own  life  against  a big 
rat  which  occupied  the  temple  in  the  form  of  a beggar  priest. 

In  Koishikawa,  Tokyo,  there  was  erected  a cat-grave  at  the  place  where 
a faithful  cat  was  killed  for  stealing  gold-pieces  to  save  its  poor  master.  In 
the  cemetery  of  the  Eko-in  Temple  at  Ryogoku,  Tokyo,  there  is  buried  a cat 
that  legend  holds  helped  its  sick  benefactor  by  bringing  him  a gold-piece  day 
after  day.  In  all  these  cases,  according  to  tradition,  the  cats  acted  on  instruc- 
tions given  in  the  human  language. 

THE  CAT  TEMPLE 

The  Seizen-in  Temple,  situated  at  a short  distance  from  Kitoyoshi,  Kyushu, 
is  widely  known  as  the  Cat  Temple.  The  story  is  that  a cat  called  Tamadare 
is  buried  there  beside  the  body  of  its  mistress,  because  it  revenged  the  murder 
of  her  husband  in  the  year  1582.  Today,  four  centuries  later,  its  grave  is 
yearly  visited  by  its  many  admirers. 

COMMON  SAYINGS  ABOUT  THE  CAT 

“The  cat  forgets  in  three  days  the  kindness  it  has  received  for  three  years.” 

« « He 

“The  tip  of  a cat’s  nose  is  cold  all  the  year  except  on  the  day  of  the 
summer  solstice.” 

* * 5j« 

“If  a cat  ‘washes’  its  face  while  turning  west,  it  will  be  fine  on  the  follow- 
ing day ; if  it  ‘washes’  it  while  facing  east,  it  will  rain  on  the  following  day.” 
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NEW  ABERDEEN,  N.S. 

Alva  Cook,  15  yrs. ; Catherine  Mac- 
Grath,  12  yrs. ; Mary  Donovan,  14  yrs. ; 
Mary  Fraser,  12  yrs. ; Mary  Macintrye, 
15  yrs.;  Jacqueline  Cooper,  14  yrs.;  Viola 
Kulessa,  14  yrs. ; Mary  Mclnnis,  12  yrs. ; 
Delores  Neville,  12  yrs. ; Carmel  Gouthros, 
12  yrs. ; Sheila  Addicott,  12  yrs. ; Elvia 
Balia,  12  yrs. ; Catherine  O’Brien,  12  yrs. ; 
Louise  Galont.  12  yrs. ; James  Madore,  15 
yrs.;  John  McMullin,  12  yrs.;  Joseph 
Mullins,  12  yrs. 

ST.  CLEMENT’S  SCHOOL,  TORONTO 

William  Chinnery,  427  Westmoreland 
Ave. ; Leo  Ceolin,  4 Chandos  Ave. ; Ken- 
neth Burke,  52  Greenlaw  Ave. ; Louisa 
Ciccone,  17  Beaver  Ave. ; Patrick  Lappin, 
110  Brandon  Ave. ; Shirley  Alforisi,  9 Bea- 
ver Ave. ; Patricia  Tomalin,  1234  Shaw 
St. ; Cora  Donofrio,  28  Beaver  Ave. ; An- 
thony Di  Febo,  20  Beaver  Ave. ; Lucille 
Formica.  22  Chandos  Ave. ; Evelyn  Cam- 
pitelli.  41  Chandos  Ave. ; Bruno  Berlotin: 
1452  Dufferin  St. ; Joseph  Condotta,  1449 
Dufferin  St. 


VARIOUS  CENTERS 

Sheila  Welsh,  Harrison’s  Corners,  Ont. ; 
Eleanor  Lawson,  Harrison’s  Corners, 
Ont. ; Marie  Whitehouse.  66  Hinchey’s 
Ave.,  New  Waterford,  N.S.  11;  Jacquelin 
Anderton,  1231  Davenport  Rd.,  Toronto, 
Ont.,  9;  Ann  Sharkey,  Debert,  N.S. ; 
Dianne  Wilkes,  116  Devonshire  Ave.,  Iro- 
quois Falls,  Ont.,  11;  Robbie  Wilkes,  116 
Devonshire  Ave.,  Iroquois  Falls,  Ont.,  8; 
Leanna  Sheehan,  118  Langley  Ave.,  To- 
ronto, Ont. ; Marilyn  Rathven,  82  East 
Lynn  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Patricia 
Masses,  53%  Patricia  St.,  Thorold,  Ont., 
13;  Diane  Marshall.  Kemptville,  Ont.,  8; 
Ann  Murphy,  Tweed.  Ont.,  10;  Barbara 
Gallardi,  219  King  St.  W.,  North  Bay, 
Ont. : Theresa  Yuroski,  Round  Hill,  TMta., 
13 : Noreen  Tully,  Lindsay,  Ont. ; Eliza- 
4)eth  Tully,  Lindsay,  Ont.,  10;  Gretta 
Garbutt.  Sheguiandah,  Ont.,  6;  Gerlad  La 
Marre,  144  Curry  Ave.,  Windsor,  Ont.,  6; 
Reginald  La  Marre.  114  Curry  Ave.. 
Windsor,  Ont..  4;  Patricia  Proctor,  24 
Seaview  St..  Glace  Bay,  N.S.,  16;  Carol 
Proctor,  24  Seaview  St..  Glace  Bay.  N.S.. 
10;  John  Baxter.  4170  Hingstin,  Montreal. 
Que. ; Anne  Furlong,  37  Grenview,  To- 
ronto, Ont. 

NEWFOUNDLAND 

Catherine  Turpin,  St.  Lawrence,  Nfld., 
14;  Rosella  Armstrong,  Little  Bay,  Nfld., 
11;  Ida  Fitzpatrick,  St.  Lawrence.  Nfld., 
14;  Mary  Molloy,  St.  Lawrence,  Nfld.,  12; 
Mary  Noseworthy,  Carbonear,  Nfld.,  10; 
Catherine  Ryan.  St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld.,  14; 
Esther  Ryan,  St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld.,  17; 


and  Pen  Pals 


Sonny  Wheeler,  Summerside,  Nfld. ; Mary 
Shea,  Carbonear,  Nfld.,  11. 

POINT  ANNE,  ONT. 

Terry  Smith,  Edward  Smith,  Betty 
MacDonald,  Eugene  MacDonald,  Rose 
Marie  MacDonald,  John  MacDonald,  Mary 
Dunby,  Patsy  Whalen,  Margaret  Camp- 
bell. 


TEMPLES  of  JAPAN 

Probably  no  country  in  the 
world  has  such  a number  of 
beautiful  places  of  worship  as  has 
Japan.  Nikko,  while  primarily  a 
burial  place  of  shoguns,  is  today  a 
center  of  worship,  and  few  spots  on 
our  planet  are  so  artistically  fault- 
less. The  ancient  pine  trees  rise  be- 
yond view.  Under  them  are  the 
palace  gardens  of  gnarled  laurel 
trees,  ferns,  fragile  maples,  and  un- 
expected quiet  pools  that  have  mir- 
rored the  passage  of  a thousand 
years.  Gentle  deer  drift  through  the 
silent  shade.  The  Great  Shrine  at  Ise 
was  the  temple  of  Amaterasu.  There 
was  a nunnery  there,  where  for  a 
thousand  years  princesses  of  the 
imperial  house  presided  as  a vestal 
virgins,  and  the  wealth  and  taste  of 
these  ladies  created  a spot  of  rare 
beauty.  The  temple  islands  of  Matsu- 
shima to  the  north  are  also  famous, 
and  there  are  many  important  places 
of  worship  along  the  Inland  Sea. 
There  is  even  great  dignity  and 
beauty  in  the  Meiji  Shrine  in  Tokyo, 
despite  the  fact  that  it  is  fairly  new 
and  within  a crowded  city. 


“ ‘Piety’  ” some  say,  ‘is  only  good  for  priests  and  nuns.  God  does  not  expect 
so  much  from  us.’  How  do  you  know?” — Blessed  Theophane  Venard,  Martyred 
in  Tonquin. 
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J^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

With  special  pride  this  month  wc  mention  the  follotving 
as  deserving  of  special  praise: 


St.  Peter’s  Convent, 

Port  Hood,  N.  S. 

Tors  Cove  School, 
Ferryland  Dist.,  Nfld. 

St.  Edward’s  School, 
Notre  Game  Convent, 
Westport,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

12  Wharncliffe  Rd.,  N., 
London,  Ont. 


Camp 
Port  a 


ll’s  Creek  School, 
Port,  Nfld. 

Convei  School, 

Carbonear,  Nfld. 

Children  of  the  Catechism 
Class, 

Point  Anne,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  Separate  School, 
Wilson  St., 

Perth,  Ont. 


Holy  Cross  Monastery  School,  St.  John’s,  Nfld. 
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Anecdotes  from  the  History  and  Customs  of  Mission  Lands 
interspersed  with  Current  Topics  and  Facts. 


That  the  Pigmies,  living  in  the 
mist-drenched  portion  of  Central 
Africa,  are  barely  three  and  a half 
feet  tall.  They  have,  however,  a 
natural  dignity,  grace  and  charm 
about  them  that  makes  one  think 
of  forest  gnomes.  They  are  skilful 
huntsmen  who  actually  can  slip 
under  the  body  of  an  elephant  and 
drive  a spear  into  its  heart.  They 
live  on  meat  and  green  food,  wild 
fruits  and  nuts,  tree  seeds,  roots  and 
wild  yams.  Honey  is  their  sweet,  and 
they  love  it  dearly;  each  family  has 
certain  hives  in  hollow  trees  which 
it  watches  as  its  own.  Pigmies  are 
shy  creatures  avoiding  even  the  other 
Africans  around  them.  A few  mis- 
sionaries have  made  friends  with 
them  and  won  their  confidence. 

* * •» 

That  the  Catholic  ancestry  of  the 

Malabar  Christians,  India,  goes 
back  further  than  that  of  most 
of  the  Christians  of  Europe! 
Although  the  exact  origin  of  the 
Malabar  Christians  is  lost  in  the 
twilight  of  tradition,  they  them- 
selves believe  that  their  Church  was 
founded  by  St.  Thomas  the  Apostle. 
Some  historians  feel  that  their 
apostle  Thomas  was  not  one  of 
Christ’s  chosen  twelve,  but  was  a 
Syrian  Christian  who  founded  a 
trading  colony  on  the  Malabar  Coast 
in  the  third  century.  There  is,  in  any 
event,  convincing  evidence  that 
Catholics  were  here  in  the  sixth 
century,  and  the  Anglo-Saxon  chron- 
icles state  that  Alfred  the  Great  sent 
Sighelm,  Bishop  of  Sherborne,  in  the 


year  883,  “to  Rome  and  to  the 
church  of  the  Apostle  Thomas,  in 
India,”  in  fulfillment  of  a vow. 

« * * 

That  one  of  the  world’s  great 
love  stories  forms  the  background 
for  the  Taj  Mahal  in  North- 
ern India.  Shah  Jahan,  as  befitted  a 
Great  Mogul,  had  a hundred  wives; 
but  he  loved  only  one,  Mumtaz-i- 
Mahal — Light  of  the  PMace,'  whom 
he  married  when  very  young  and 
cherished  with  a passion  that  never 
cooled.  After  seventeen  years  she 
died  and  Shah  Jahan’s  grief  was  so 
terrible  that  his  hair  turned  white 
in  a few  weeks.  Two  years  after  her 
death  he  conceived  the  idea  of  the 
Taj  for  his  beloved.  It  was  to  be 
both  mosque  and  tomb,  and  for 
seventeen  years  twenty  thousand 
workmen  laboured  on  it. 

-X-  * * 

That  the  Australian  Common- 
wealth shared  with  Holland  the 
enormous,  unexplored,  and  un- 
healthy island  of  New  Guinea,  and 
ruled  such  outlying  islands  as  New 
Britain.  In  those  islands  the  Catholic 
missioners  arrived  very  late  in  the 
nineteenth  century,  and  have  had 
excellent  results  for  the  short  period 
of  their  tenure.  They  have  built  mis- 
sion compounds  and  plantations,  in 
which  the  ways  of  civilization  and  of 
religion  are  taught  simultaneously 
to  natives  who  are  just  emerging 
from  a Stone  Age  culture.  There  re- 
main in  this  section,  however,  a half 
million  pagan  natives. 
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Christmas  Gift  Suggestions 

For  Your  Library: 

Book: 

FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE— $1.00 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

Pamphlet: 

WILL  FATIMA  SAVE  AMERICA?— 10c 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

For  Home,  Church  and  School: 

PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue— a replica  of 
the  now  famous  PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue. 

Sizes  and  Prices 

14'^  high  $ 4.00 

26"  high  30.00 

50"  high  150.00 

all  prices  F.O.B.  at  point  of  delivery. 

For  Private  Devotion: 

PICTURES  AND  CARDS — beautiful  color  reproductions  of  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima. 

Pictures:  8"  x 10’^  — Single  copies,  25c;  orders  of  five  or  more, 20c  each;  orders  of 
100,  $15.00. 

Cards:  Prayer  Book  size—  Single  copies,  10c;  orders  of  100,  $2.00. 

USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario  (Canada) 

Enclosed  please  find  the  sum  of  $ for:  Book(s);  

Pamphlet(s);  Statue(s),  size  ; Pictures;  Cards. 

Mail  this  order  to: 

NAME  

ADDRESS  
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1.  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is  English-speaking  Canada’s 
ONLY  society  exclusively  engaged  in  Foreign  Mission  work. 


2.  Our  priests  are  YOUR  AMBASSA- 
DORS to  the  people  of  China,  Japan  and 
Santo  Domingo. 

3.  Our  present  Seminary  is  TOO  SMALL  to  accommodate  the  increasing 
number  of  young  men  anxious  to  join  the  ranks  of  the  missionary  priesthood. 


4.  Because  we  can’t  turn  them  down  we 
MUST  BUILD  A NEW  SEMINARY 
this  year  and  we  DO  NEED  YOUR 
HELP. 

Address  all  contributions  to: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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Vol.XXXI  No.11 


December, 1950 


ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER 
Apostle  of  the  Indies, 
Patron  Saint  of  Missionaries 
& Patron  Saint  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 


Feast  Day:  December  3 


I 


and  assures  a perpetual  income  for  the  education  of  a 
student  for  the  missionary  priesthood* 

You  may  contribute  a whole  Burse  or  " 
make  a payment  on  a Burse  not  yet  , 
completed.  ^ 


FOR  THE  "BURSE  OF  THE  MONTH"  SEE  PAGE  24. 

t- 

Address  all  contributions  to:  ' - 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  ofiacial  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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EDITORIAL 


The  Strong  Right  Arm  of 
FRANCIS  XAVIER 

AS  we  near  the  end  of  this  Holy  Year  of  1950,  we  may  well  give  some 
thought  to  the  spiritual  progress  of  the  Church  in  the  past  twelve  months. 
Despite  the  savage  persecution  that  has  been  inflicted  upon  Catholics  in 
those  countries  that  have  succumbed  to  Communism,  there  have  been  encourag- 
ing reports  of  a re-awakening  of  the  Faith  in  countries  outside  the  Iron  Curtain. 
Perhaps  one  of  the  most  remarkable  re-awakenings  is  in  Japan.  Here  in  the 
past  twelve  months  the  active  Catholic  population  increased  by  eleven  thou- 
sand, bringing  the  total  number  of  Japanese  Catholics  to  141,700. 

This  remarkable  advance  for  the  year  1950  is  a fitting  aftermath  of  the 
great  celebrations  of  1949  commemorating  the  400th  Anniversary  of  the  arrival 
in  Japan  of  the  great  St.  Francis  Xavier,  the  Apostle  of  the  Indies.  Four 
centuries  ago  he  planted  the  seed  of  Christianity  in  Japan.  It  was  a seed 
which  drew  its  nourishment  from  the  red  blood  of  the  holocaust  of  martyrs 
who  gave  testimony  to  their  Faith  in  those  dark  years  of  persecution  through- 
out the  first  half  of  the  16th  Century. 

Francis  Xavier  returned  to  Japan  last  year.  From  the  Holy  Hill  of  the 
Martyrs  of  Nagasaki  his  spirit  marched  with  the  Four  Hundredth  Anniversary 
Pilgrimage  that  travelled  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Island  Empire.  It 
was  a spirit  that  breathed  the  same  fire  and  zeal  of  1549  and  it  has  kindled  a 
spiritual  flame  that  seems  well  nigh  unquenchable.  Not  only  did  his  spirit 
return;  but,  in  a certain  sense,  his  physical  presence  was  felt,  too;  for,  carried 
in  solemn  procession  throughout  the  days  of  the  Pilgrimage,  was  the  right 
fore-arm  of  Christ’s  Apostle  in  Nippon.  And  who  will  deny  that  the  hand  and 
arm,  which  in  life  blessed  and  baptized  so  many  tliousands  of  Japanese,  had 
now  returned,  by  the  Providence  of  God,  to  bless  these  people  for  whom  his 
apostolic  heart  burned  with  an  almost  fanatical  zeal, 

Witnesses  to  the  fact  that  his  spirit  has  quickened  the  spiritual  life  of  the 
Japanese  people  are  the  thirty-two  new  parishes,  tie  six  dioceses  and  the  five 
prefectures  that  have  been  erected  to  care  for  the  ever-increasing  number  of 
Japanese  Catholics.  A witness,  too,  is  the  powerful  (.all  that  has  gone  forth  into 
all  Christian  lands  from  the  Holy  Hill  in  Nagasaki,  urging  all  religious  societies 
to  send  more  and  more  missionaries  to  Japan.  Truly  today  the  strong  right 
arm  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  is  drawing  the  attention  of  the  Catholic  World 
towards  a nation  that  might  well  become  the  bulwark  of  the  Christian  Nations 
against  the  ever-increasing  spread  of  Communism  in  the  Far  East. 
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When  the  Right  Arm  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  arrived  in  Tokyo  to  begin  the  Pilgrimage  com- 
memorating the  Fourth  Centennial  of  the  Saint's  coming  to  Japan,  it  was  placed  on  an 
especially  prepared  shrine  in  the  Church  of  St.  Ignatius.  The  crucifix  is  the  one  which  served 
the  pioneer  missionary  both  for  his  private  devotion  and  for  the  instruction  of  the  people.  It 
was  the  hand  above  which  held  this  crucific  in  benediction  over  the  first  Japanese  converts. 
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The  town  of  Pihu  in  Chekiang 
was  ordinarily  a quiet  little 
country  town  and  most  of  the 
population  was  quite  content  to  go  to 
bed  when  the  sun  went  down.  How- 
ever, one  New  Year’s  Eve  saw  quite 
a change.  The  local  munition 
workers  brought  an  opera  to  town. 
Chinese  love  a festival.  The  coming 
of  the  opera  really  changed  the  lives 
of  these  early-to-bed,  early-to-rise 
people. 

The  munition  workers,  being  in 
the  gun  business,  found  guns  a great 
help  in  persuading  people  to  cooper- 
ate with  them.  When  they  became 
interested  in  the  opera,  the  first  thing 
^^o  do  was  to  acquire  a suitable  place. 
The  next  difficulty  was  to  provide  a 
stage.  The  munition  workers  dis- 
covered some  timbers  most  suitable 
for  the  stage,  so  they  called  upon  the 
merchant  who  owned  them.  They 
informed  him  that  he  should  not  ob- 
iect  to  assisting  in  the  promotion  of 
local  cultural  amusement.  The  lao- 
pan,  or  merchant,  gazing  respectfully 
at  the  guns  in  the  belts  of  the  muni- 
tion workers,  acquiesced.  However, 
they  did  inform  him  that  he  and  his 
family  would  be  admitted  free-of- 
charge  to  the  opera  any  time  they 
felt  they  could  come  there. 

A few  nights  later  I was  disturbed 
by  a terrific  commotion.  There  was 
a good  deal  of  yelling,  followed  bv 
shots  and  the  banging  of  rifle  butts 
against  the  walk  and  someone  scream- 
ing for  help.  Next  I heard  a forceful 
opening  of  the  front  mission  sate  and 
the  running  of  the  winged  feet  of  a 
fugitive.  I immediatelv  ran  out  of 
my  room  toward  the  front  gate  to 
find  a terrified  merchant  running, 
pursued  by  a group  of  about  fifteen 
arm^d  men.  Coming  in  between  the 
auarry  and  the  posse,  I roared  at  the 
armed  men  to  leave  the  mission  im- 
mediately, and  being  faced  with  a 
foreigner,  who  was  somewhat  larger 
than  any  of  their  number,  they  has- 
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tily  withdrew  to  the  gate.  The  fugi- 
tive, so  fearful  a few  moments  before, 
felt  a new  comfort  and  security  be- 
hind the  “foreign  devil”  who  seemed 
to  be  an  angel  of  light  sent  from 
heaven,  especially  to  help  him.  The 
next  thing  I knew  there  was  a stream 
of  abuse  coming  over  my  shoulder 
and  directed  at  the  angry  munition 
workers.  Realizing  that  no  human 
being,  let  alone  an  aroused  group  of 
armed  men,  would  stand  for  this  very 
long,  I threatened  to  leave  my  fright- 
ened friend  to  his  fate  if  he  did  not 
shut  his  mouth. 

Having  the  situation  a little  better 
in  hand,  I convinced  the  munition 
workers  to  leave.  The  fugitive  then 
told  me  the  story.  It  appeared  that 
the  whole  cause  of  the  trouble  was 
that  the  munition  workers  had 
changed  their  minds  about  letting  the 
merchant  attend  the  opera  free  of 
charge.  I then  determined  that  the 
best  thing  to  do  would  be  to  get  the 
merchant  over  the  back  wall,  without 
any  delay.  However,  my  intentions 
were  interrupted.  The  munition 
workers  had  decided  it  was  a loss  of 
face  for  them  to  be  put  to  flight  by 
one  man.  To  vindicate  their  position 
they  immediately  broke  in  the  front 
gate  again  and  I had  to  fill  the  breach 
in  a hurry  while  the  fugitive  made 
post-haste  for  the  farthest  point  from 
trouble. 

The  situation  was  very  touchy  and 
I needed  no  convincing  on  this  matter 
for  they  all  had  their  guns  drawn. 
One  thing  anybody  knows  is  that 
when  a mob  is  excited,  reason  is  use- 
less. I waited  for  almost  15  minutes 
before  they  were  finally  subdued  and 
then  informed  them  that  I would  talk 
the  matter  over  with  any  one  of  them. 


“Nothing  is  capable  of  satisfying 
our  heart,  small  as  it  is,  but  the 
unending  possession  of  Him  Who 
has  loved  us  to  madness.” 

(Just  de  Bretenieres,  Martyred 
in  Korea,  1865.) 


Always  Christmas 

still  stands  the  light  above  the  place 
Where  still,  in  wrappings  white,  He 
lies. 

Where  white-robed  priests,  like  angels, 
chant 

The  “Gloria”  that  woke  the  skies. 

As,  from  the  womb  of  Holy  Church, 
Each  morn  the  God-incarnate’s  birth 
Reminds  us  Christmas  never  ends. 

And  keeps  high  fest’’val  on  earth. 

—Hugh  F.  X.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 


but  not  with  all  of  them.  They 
picked  out  the  biggest  one  in  the 
crowd,  who  was  half  a head  shorter 
than  I,  as  their  representative.  Hav- 
ing brought  him  into  the  Mission  and 
closed  the  door,  I heard  several  of  the 
boys  outside  yell  that  the  foreigner 
would  surely  kill  this  friend  of  theirs 
if  he  got  him  alone.  The  designated 
representative,  on  hearing  these  cries, 
immediately  underwent  a change  of 
heart,  and  decided  that  we  must  talk 
with  the  doors  open.  To  make  a long 
story  short,  it  took  an  hour  to  per- 
suade them  that  the  Mission  property 
must  be  respected  and  that  there  was 
extra-territoriality  in  China.  After 
much  ado  they  finally  decided  to  go 
away,  without  forgiving  my  inter- 
vention in  the  incident. 

Returning  to  the  Mission  the  fugi- 
tive was  nowhere  to  be  found.  After 
a thorough  search  by  myself  and 
some  of  the  school  boys,  we  finally 
found  him  under  the  bed  in  the 
students’  dormitory.  On  being  as- 
sured that  he  was  safe,  he  came  out 
and  bowed  down  three  times  to  the 
ground  in  front  of  me  for  having 
saved  his  life.  Saving  his  life  was 
one  thing,  but  the  problem  of  how  to 
save  my  own  from  that  mob  was 
another.  I took  my  friend  around 
behind  the  church  and  put  him  over 
the  back  wall.  Tbe  last  I heard,  or 
saw,  of  that  individual  was  a splash, 
splash,  splash  across  a rice  paddy. 

The  following  day  found  me  in 
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solemn  conclave  with  the  leaders  of 
the  munition  workers  group.  We 
both  exchanged  pleasantries  and  after 
a long  pow-wow,  I was  able  to  restore 
face  for  the  group  and  show  obvious 
signs  of  my  gratitude  to  their  mag- 
nanimity at  not  shooting  the  poor  in- 
dividual whom  they  had  chased  into 
the  Mission. 

When  people  ask  you  why  you 
have  mellowed,  thinking  back  you  are 
able  to  say  that  circumstances  met 
with  in  the  ordinary  course  of  the 


life  of  a missionary  seem  to  help  one 
take  a different  outlook  on  life  than 
ordinarily  would  be  warranted.  It 
is  surprising  what  the  feel  of  a gun 
in  your  ribs  can  do  to  help  you  ob- 
serve the  virtue  of  patience.  I knew 
very  well  that  if  I had  so  much  as 
raised  my  hand  with  the  angry  mob 
in  front  of  me,  I would  have  been 
very,  very  dead.  It  would  seem  that 
the  practice  of  the  holy  virtue  of  pa- 
tience under  the  inspiration' of  a gun 
is  very  efficacious. 


“Guide  your  ship  well.  Let  prudence  take  the  helm;  let  humility  be 
the  rudder,  God  your  compass,  Mary  your  anchor  of  hope.  And  then, 
in  spite  of  the  disgust  and  bitterness  which,  like  a howling  sea,  will  some- 
times overwhelm  you,  never  be  cast  down.  Have  confidence  in  God,  and, 
like  Noah’s  ark,  you  will  float  always  above  the  waters.” 

(Blessed  Theophane  Venard — Martyred  for  the  Faith  in  Tonquin, 
French  Indo- China.) 


7yi0A£—  By 

Jtnchin  Joseph  V.  Murphy 

The  other  day  I stopped  a little  boy  on  the  street  and  asked  him  if  he  had 
made  his  First  Communion.  He  was  a lad  of  about  eight,  on  an  errand 
for  his  mother,  no  doubt. 

“No,  Padre”,  was  the  surprised  but  prompt  reply. 

“Well,  at  least  you’re  baptised,  aren’t  you?” 

Perhaps  he  was  frightened,  or  perhaps  he  didn’t  understand,  because  he 
looked  at  me  with  a perplexed  eye.  Two  other  youngsters  happened  along 
just  then  to  help  me  out. 

“Listen”,  said  the  bigger  of  the  two,  “what  the  Padre  wants  to  know  is 
are  you  ‘moro’  or  ‘locrio’?” 

The  expression  used  by  the  older  boy  caught  my  fancy,  because  it  seems 
that,  in  common  language,  the  word  “MORO”  means  “MOOR”  and  among 
Spanish  peoples  is  synonymous  with  “pagan.” 

The  word  “LOCRIO”  however,  in  common  language,  refers  to  a native 
dish  of  rice,  beans,  fat  pork  and  tomato  sauce,  topped  by  “vijas”  — a wild 
berry.  Locrio  is  a popular  dish  in  Santo  Domingo  for  special  occasions. 

The  connection,  however,  between  the  two  words  is  more  than  remote. 
On  rare  occasions,  a plain  mixture  of  rice  and  beans,  the  normal  fare  of  poorer 
families,  is  referred  to  rather  disparagingly  as  “MORO”;  LOCRIO  being  made 
of  richer  ingredients,  is  more  palatable  and  by  accommodation  has  apparently 
come  to  apply,  also,  to  the  higher,  richer  life  of  GRACE  infused  in  the  soul 
by  baptism. 
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WITHIN  THESE  HALLOWED  WALLS 


RECOLLECTION 
SUNDAY 

By  Harold  Oxley 

Did  you  ever  see  an  artist  at  work?  Did  you 
ever  watch  him  labour  over  some  delicate 
detail,  then  periodically  step  back  a few  feet 
and  study  his  work?  Was  that  necessary?  Could  he 
not  see  what  he  was  doing  when  up  close?  He  could, 
but  only  partially.  He  could  see  the  particular  detail 
upon  which  he  was  working,  but  he  had  to  step  back 
to  study  its  relation  to  the  whole  picture.  It  is  only 
when  the  artist  studies  his  work  from  a distance  that 
the  harmony  of  the  countless  details  can  be  recognized. 

It  is  only  then,  too,  that  any  lack  of  harmony  can  be 
detected.  It  can  be  seen  then,  how  this  business  of 
stepping  back  plays  a very  important  part  in  the 
production  of  a successful  picture.  Now  keeping  that  in  mind,  let’s  take  a 
look  at  the  man  studying  for  the  priesthood.  He  is  also  an  artist,  but  in  a 
different  way.  He  is  not  applying  paint  to  a canvas  to  produce  another 
“Mona  Lisa”,  but  he  is  applying  virtues  to  his  soul  to  produce  “Another 
Christ”.  And  just  as  the  artist  must  guard  against  losing  his  picture  in  its 
details  so  the  Seminarian  must  avoid  losing  sight  of  the  purpose  of  the 
Seminary  course  in  the  details  of  his  daily  schedule.  How  does  he  prevent  this? 
In  the  same  way  as  the  artist  does.  He  steps  back  periodically  to  study  the 
whole  picture  from  a distance.  This  he  does  once  a month  on  “Recollection 
Sunday”. 

In  the  Seminary  the  first  Sunday  of  every  month  is  set  aside  as  a day  of 
retreat.  It  is  a day  on  which  the  student  is  given  a chance  to  think  over  his 
vocation  to  the  priesthood,  and  to  study  the  relation  of  the  details  of  his  daily 
life  to  that  vocation.  True,  all  the  features  in  the  life  of  a Seminarian  are 
important,  but  they  are  only  of  value  so  long  as  they  are  directed  to  the 
purpose  of  the  Seminary — the  moulding  of  a priestly  character.  If  any  par- 
ticular aspect  be  over-emphasized  or  neglected,  it  detracts  from  the  whole 
picture.  And  so,  it  is  absolutely  essential  to  occasionally  step  back,  study 
the  general  picture,  and  decide  on  any  necessary  revisions. 

On  Recollection  Sunday  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  is  exposed  during 
the  morning  High  Mass,  and  remains  thus  until  the  conclusion  of  the  evening 
Holy  Hour.  The  purpose  of  this  becomes  obvious  if  we  remember  that  a 
seminarian  is  preparing  himself  to  become  “Another  Christ”,  and  who,  if  not 
Christ,  is  best  able  to  direct  him  in  this  task?  The  same  reasoning  would 
apply  to  one  who  feels  he  would  like  to  enter  the  Seminary.  Who  knows 
whether  or  not  you  have  a vocation  to  the  Missionary  Priesthood,  if  not  Christ? 
Ask  Him  therefore,  frequently,  but  especially  on  the  First  Sunday  of  eveiy 
month  when  all  those  in  the  Seminary  will  be  praying  to  God  wilh  ^oll 
and  for  you. 
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^'Everyone  heaves  a sigh  of  relief  around  the  baby^ s crib.^^ 


h CHRISTMAS  PHESEIVCE 

By 

EDWARD  J.  LYONS 
S.F.M. 


WHEREVER  he  goes,  every 
human  being  carries  with  him 
his  own  peculiar  presence. 
This  presence  that  seems  to  go  with 
each  person  is  an  extremely  mysteri- 
ous thing.  Sometimes  it  proves  a 
great  joy  and  boon.  At  other  times 
it  can  be  quite,  quite  crushing.  It 
depends  on  whose  presence  it  is,  of 
course,  and  who  feels  the  impact  of 
it. 

Some  individuals  bring  their  pre- 
sence into  a situation  and  immediate- 
ly everybody  is  unburdened,  com- 
forted and  encouraged.  Others  enter 
a room,  and  strain,  fear  and  dis- 
comfort come  with  them.  We  can 
be  sitting  alone  with  our  thoughts 
when  another  person  enters  upon  the 
scene  and  from  then  on  we  are  acutely 
aware  both  of  his  presence  and  our 
own.  If  we  are  to  meet  somebody 
for  the  first  time,  we  cannot  help 
wondering  ahead  of  time  just  what 
kind  of  ‘presence’  he  will  have,  and 
whether  it  will  collide  or  dovetail 
with  our  own. 

It  is  remarkable  how  quickly  our 
notions  and  mental  treatments  of 
people  can  do  an  about-face  when  we 
are  confronted  with  their  presence. 
When  they  are  out  of  sight  we  all 
have  a bad  habit  of  re-making  them  to 
our  own  measure  — the  presence  of 
their  presence  has  a very  sobering 
effect  on  this  little  intoxication. 
When  it  comes  to  the  great,  the  same 
thing  is  true,  only  much  more  mark- 
edly so.  We  can  comfort  ourselves  all 


The  Author,  a Professor  at  St. 
Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  gives 
us  something  to  think  about  in  this 
study  on  “Presence”.  Couched  in 
language  all  can  understand,  he 
teaches  his  lesson  from  an  experi- 
ence everyone  has  had  in  his  daily 
contact  with  others. 


we  like  that  this  is  just  flesh  and 
blood,  after  all,  — but  there’s  no  get- 
ting around  it,  the  man  of  high 
station  has  a presence  to  be  reckoned 
with,  it  makes  us  self-conscious  to  the 
good,  or  to  the  bad,  depending  on 
whether  he  is  a builder  or  a breaker. 

And  what  is  there  about  an  assem- 
bly of  many  people  that  causes  stage- 
fright?  People  who  can  talk  the  arm 
off  their  neighbour  over  the  back-, 
fence  can’t  open  their  mouth  in  a 
meeting-hall.  They’re  over-powered 
by  presence  en  masse,  an  even  more 
awesome  thing  than  the  presence  of 
the  great,  or  most  of  them.  It  makes 
no  difference,  high  or  low,  beggar  or 
king,  portress  or  Pope,  the  presence 
of  another  human  being  is  something 
that  we  all  have  to  take  into  account. 
I suppose  a tiny  child  is  the  only  ex- 
ception, or  better  still  a wee  infant  — 
the  poor  little  thing  has  no  presence 
at  all.  Perhaps  that’s  why  it  can  put 
mere  grown-ups  at  ease  with  them- 
selves and  one  another. 

Everybody  heaves  a sigh  of  re- 
lief around  the  baby’s  crib. 

If  humans  are  so  formidable  with 
their  presence,  I wonder  what  it  must 


Page  Ten 


SCARBORO 


be  like  to  stand  before  an  Angel? 
We  can  defend  ourselves  against  the 
human  by  noticing  that  he  needs  a 
haircut,  or  that  the  knees  are  out  of 
his  pants.  But  such  tactics  would 
get  us  nowhere  with  an  Angel.  Our 
Hesh  would  hide  our  spirit  from  his 
eyes,  and  yet  not  altogether.  It  seems 
to  me  a Seraphic  X-Ray  might  well 
prove  a fatal  experience.  And  what 
if  you  found  yourself  being  stared  at 
by  a million  of  them  all  at  once?  But- 
ter wouldn’t  melt  faster  in  hell.  We 
poor  sinners  are  lucky  to  have  o*ur 
flesh  in  a way  — it  doesn’t  so  much 
hide  us  from  them  as  it  hides  them 
from  us.  Of  course,  some  day  it  will 
be  very  different  — but  just  at  the 
moment,  hmmm — 

And  yet  even  the  whole  Seraphic 
Choir  is,  when  you  stop  to  think  of  it, 
composed  merely  of  creatures.  Awe- 
full  as  they  must  be,  raised  far  above 
the  very  Thrones  on  high,  they  are 
still  only  creatures,  and  in  that  sense, 
at  least,  like  unto  ourselves.  So  what 
must  it  be  like  to  come  before  the 
Presence  of  God?  He  Who  said  “Let 
there  be  light  made”  and  light  was 
made.  He  who  called  to  Moses  from 
the  burning  bush  “Come  not  nigh 
hither,  put  off  the  shoes  from  thy  feet, 
for  the  place  whereon  thou  standest  is 
holy  ground  — I am  Who  am!”  Or 
before  that,  even.  He  Who  covered  the 
whole  face  of  the  earth  with  water 
and  destroyed  the  whole  human  race, 

' save  for  eight  people  upon  whom  He 
had  mercy.  He  Who  slew  every  first- 
born throughout  the  land  of  Egypt 
the  night  that  Israel  fled.  He  Who 
spoke  to  Moses  on  the  mountain,  and 
the  people  durst  not  look  on  Moses’ 
face.  He  Whose  Presence  hovered 
over  the  Ark  of  the  Convenant  and  a 
^ man  named  Oza  made  rash  to  touch 
it,  and  he  died.  He  before  Whom 
there  was  none.  He  after  Whom 
there  is  none.  He  Who  can  put  down 
the  mightiest.  He  Who  can  raise  up 
the  lowliest.  He  Who  can  call  out  of 
very  nothing,  anything.  He  before 


Whom  the  nine  Choirs  of  Angels  bow 
deep  and  low  in  unceasing  adoration, 
singing  “Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God 
of  Sabaoth.  Hosanna  in  the 
Highest!” 

And  before  That  Presence  of  the 
most  awe-full  Majesty  someday  you 
will  go.  Just  as  sure  as  you’re  read- 
ing this,  the  day  and  the  hour  and  the 
moment  are  appointed,  and  you  will 
find  yourself,  alone,  so  all  alone, 
your  very  soul  as  naked  as  naked  can 
be,  before  the  infinite  Holiness  and 
Majesty  of  the  Divine  Presence.  If 
you  find  that  the  son  of  your  mother 
has  a presence  to  be  reckoned  with, 
what  then  of  This  Presence?  What 
will  that  Presence  be  like?  What  will 
He  be  like?  What  is  He  like? 

If  you  want  to  know,  He  is  like 
this.  When  from  the  very  summit 
of  His  infinite  Power  and  Holiness, 
He  wished  to  come  down  and  visit 
amongst  us.  He  came  as  a wee  little 
Infant,  born  of  a Mother  Who  be- 
gan to  nurse  Him,  and  She  is  a 
Virgin,  and  Her  name  is  Mary. 
That’s  what  He  is  like. 

"Gloria  in  Excelsis  Deo.” 
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S o far  as  I know  he  is  no  longer 
a unit  in  the  mass  of  living 
humanity.  He  was  a lover  of  the 
lotus  flower  — the  symbol  of  per- 
petual ease  and  loveliness  in  life.  His 
lot  was  that  of  uttermost  human 
misery. 

I first  met  him  through  his  wife.  It 
was  the  week  before  Christmas,  1949. 

It  was  to  be  my  first  Christmas  under 
the  Red  regime  in  China.  She  was  a 
patient  in  the  dispensary  and  com- 
plained that  she  lacked  sufficient 
strength  to  do  her  house  work.  I was  j 
attracted  by  the  culture  of  her  lang-  j 
uage  and  voice.  I gave  her  some 
vitamin  tablets  and  instructed  her  to  ; 
call  again  in  a few  days.  j 

That  evening  I called  my  catechist 
into  my  room  and  asked  him  if  he  j 

knew  who  the  woman  was  and  where  i 

she  came  from.  He  knew  where  she 
lived  but  that  was  all. 

“I  have  a grave  suspicion  that  she  | 
is  starving,”  1 said.  “Find  out  all  j 
you  can  about  her.” 

The  catechist  did  a good  job.  jj 

Later  he  informed  me  that  the  lady  ! 

was  the  mother  of  twelve  children. 

Her  husband  was  the  former  principal  I 

of  a high  school  in  the  north.  The  \ 

neighbours  claimed  that  the  parents  | 

were  starving.  They  would  refuse  to  i 

eat,  on  plea  of  sickness,  so  that  the  \ 

children  might  have  enough.  The  :| 

father  of  the  family  was  educated  in  i 
America.  i 

“Find  the  father,”  I told  the 
catechist.  “Tell  him  that  I am  longing 
for  a conversation  in  the  English 
language  and  would  appreciate  it  very  j 

much  if  he  would  pay  me  a visit.” 

Mr.  Li  visited  me  the  next  after- 
noon. His  clothes  were  pitifully 
shabby.  He  was  thin,  and  gaunt,  and 
weak.  But  he  was  culture  personfied  j 

and  spoke  perfect  English.  j 

He  liked  me  and  the  feeling  was 
mutual.  We  became  good  friends  but, 
other  than  the  fact  that  because  of  his 
hatred  of  Communists  he  was  barred 
from  remunerative  work,  he  would 
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not  discuss  his  plight.  He  was  a 
pagan  and  had  a pagan  pride.  He 
consented  to  stay  for  dinner  and  did 
say  after  the  meal  that  it  was  the  first 
time  he  had  tasted  meat  in  over  a 
year.  He  told  me  that  he  was  a goat- 
herder  and  that  with  his  two  sons  he 
sold  goats’  milk  to  mothers  of  infant 
ehildren. 

He  came  every  evening  after  that 
and  we  used  to  talk  for  hours.  He 
told  me  of  his  love  for  flowers  and 
deeorative  art,  of  classical  music  and 
poetry.  He  did  not  speak  of  his  own 
personal  problems. 

I invited  him  to  come  to  the 
mission  for  Christmas  Mass  and  he 
did  with  his  whole  family.  They 
sat  in  the  second  front  seat  and 
watched  and  listened  as  we  had  a pro- 
cession with  candles  to  the  crib,  the 
singing  of  the  “Adeste  Fideles”  and 
finally  the  three  Christmas  Masses. 
Mr.  Li  seemed  to  hang  on  my  words 
during  the  sermon  on  the  story  of 
Bethlehem  and  how  the  Infant 
Child  in  the  Crib  could  alone  bring 
us  true  peace  and  happiness  in  this 
world. 

The  day  after  Christmas  Mr.  Li’s 
two  elder  sons  joined  my  convert 
class  and  they  informed  me  that  their 
Father  would  join  later. 

Three  nights  later,  around  mid- 
night, I was  visited  by  the  Security 


Police.  I was  questioned  for  hours 
about  Mr.  Li,  my  association  with 
him,  what  he  said,  his  opinion  of  the 
present  government,  etc.,  etc.  I told 
them  nothing. 

We  heard  later  that  while  I was  be- 
ing questioned,  Mr.  Li  was  taken  from 
his  home.  He  has  never  been  heard 
of  since. 

Before  I left  China,  I did  manage 
to  help  his  family  a little  and  baptized 
his  two  sons.  I like  to  think  that  my 
last  Christmas  service  in  China  helped 
to  sustain  him — helped  to  give  a little 
peaee  to  a man  of  good-will. 
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^ litUe^  nojtsense  now 
and  then  is  relished  by  tiie 
-wisest  men  ** 


“What  do  you  mean  telling  people 
I’m  deaf  and  dumb?” 

“When  did  I say  you  were  deaf?” 

★ 

St.  Peter:  “How  did  you  get  here?” 
New  Arrival:  “Flu”. 

★ 

Mary:  “Can  you  keep  a secret  for  the 
present?” 

Jane:  “Sure — what’s  the  present?” 

★ 

Traveller:  “My  train  leaves  in  ten 
minutes.  I have  to  buy  a ticket,  see 
about  my  bags,  and  get  some  lunch. 
Can  you  help  me?” 

Friend:  “Sure,  I’ll  eat  the  lunch.” 

★ 

“You  hit  your  husband  with  a chair? 
Why  did  you  do  it?” 

“I  couldn’t  lift  the  table.” 

★ 

Doctor:  “Stick  out  your  tongue.” 
Professor:  “Very  well.” 

Doctor:  “It  looks  all  right,  but  why 
the  postage  stamp  on  it?” 

Professor:  “So  that’s  where  I left  it.” 

★ 

Teacher:  “What’s  the  difference  be- 
tween caution  and  cowardice?” 

Pupil:  “Caution  is  when  you’re  afraid, 
and  cowardice  is  when  the  other  fel- 
low’s afraid.” 

★ 

“Scotty,  do  you  believe  in  that  old 
saying  that  ‘A  friend  in  need  is  a 
friend  indeed?’  ” 

“Aye,  that  I do,  stranger.” 

★ 

“Please  announce  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dol- 
lar and  daughter.” 

New  Butler  (in  loud  voice) — “Three 
Bucks.” 


A lawyer  was  cross-examining  a wit- 
ness. He  asked,  “And  you  say  you 
called  on  Mrs.  Jones,  May  2?  Now  will 
you  tell  the  Jury  just  what  she  said?” 

“I  object  to  that  question,”  inter- 
rupted the  lawyer  for  the  other  side. 

There  was  nearly  an  hour’s  argument 
between  the  Counsel  and  finally  the 
Judge  allowed  the  question. 

“Now,  as  I was  saying,”  the  first 
lawyer  began  again,  “What  did  Mrs. 
Jones  say  to  you  on  May  2?” 

“Nothing,”  replied  the  witness.  “She 
was  not  at  home.” 

★ 

Grandpa  had  been  sitting  in  the 
corner  for  hours  working  away  with 
a pencil  stub  and  a wad  of  paper.  Sud- 
denly he  let  out  a whoop  of  joy.  “Dog- 
gone,” said  he,  rapturously.  “If  I ain’t 
learned  to  write.” 

Grandma  galloped  over  and  studied 
the  scribbles  and  scratches.  “That’s 
wonderful.  Grandpa.  What  do  it  say?” 

“How  should  I know,  woman?  You 
know  I can’t  read!” 

★ 

It  happened  in  the  field  restaurant. 
A GI  called  over  the  waitress  and  com- 
plained: “I  think  there’s  a fly  in  my 
soup.”  . • 

“Well  make  sure,”  she  replied.  “I 
can’t  be  bothered  with  rumors.” 

★ 

“The  earth  shook,”  said  White,  de- 
scribing his  experience  in  an  earth- 
quake. “Cups  and  saucers  flew  all  over 
the  place.” 

“Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  Jones. 
“That  reminds  me.  I forgot  to  mail 
my  wife’s  letter.” 

★ 

Policeman:  “What  are  you  looking 
for?” 

Woman:  “A  parking  space.” 

Policeman:  “Where  is  your  car?” 

Woman:  “In  the  parking  place  I’m 
looking  for.” 
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From  the 
First  Instant 

By 

R.  J.  PELOW 
S.F.M. 


A Thought  for  December 


IN  the  year  1858,  a little  girl  of  fourteen  years,  the  eldest  of  a poor  family 
in  France,  led  her  brothers  and  sisters  on  an  excursion  along  the  banks  of 


a river.  They  were  in  search  of  firewood  for  their  home.  During  the 
journey  she  became  separated  from  her  companions  and  entered  a cave  in 
the  rocky  bank  of  the  river.  That  cave  we  know  as  the  Grotto  of  Lourdes, 
and  the  little  girl  as  St.  Bernadette.  This  was  to  be  the  first  of  eighteen 
apparitions  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  to  make  to  the  saint.  In  one  of  the  most 
thrilling  of  her  apparitions,  at  the  command  of  her  parish  priest,  Bernadette 
asked  the  Beautiful  Lady  who  she  was.  The  reply:  “I  AM  THE  IMMACU- 


LATE CONCEPTION.” 


Four  years  before,  on  December  8th,  1854,  the  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  IX, 
had  made  the  infallible  declaration  of  the  Dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception: That  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  preserved  free  from  all  stain  of  original 
sin  from  the  very  first  moment  of  her  conception  in  the  womb  of  her  mother, 
St.  Anne.  Each  year,  on  December  8th,  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
commemorates  this  glorious  privilege  of  Mary. 

When  the  Angel  Gabriel  greeted  Mary  at  the  time  of  the  Annunciation, 
he  saluted  her  with  those  words  so  familiar  to  Catholics:  “Hail  full  of  grace.” 
Gazing  at  Mary’s  soul,  he  saw  that  her  grace  and  charity  surpassed  even  his 
own  for  she  possessed  them  in  the  degree  required  to  become  at  that  instant 
the  Mother  of  God.  Because  of  that  fullness  of  grace,  most  theologians  held 
that  the  Blessed  Virgin  had  the  use  of  her  intellect  and  free  will  from  the 
first  instant  of  her  conception,  at  least  in  a passing  manner.  Some  maintain 
that  she  enjoyed  such  a prerogative  at  every  moment  of  her  existence.  St.  John 
the  Baptist  used  his  intellect  and  will  before  his  birth  at  the  time  of  the 
Visitation,  as  precursor  of  Christ.  The  same  privilege  cannot  be  denied  Mary 
who  was  the  Mother  of  Christ. 


During  the  month  of  December,  with  its  grand  Feasts  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  and  Christmas,  our  thoughts  should  often  be  with  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  Think  frequently  upon  her  high  prerogatives,  her  stainless  purity, 
her  title  of  Queen  of  Angels  and  Saints,  her  greeting  from  an  Archangel,  her 
supreme  privilege  as  Mother  of  Christ.  Meditate  on  these  graces  of  Mary — 
and  love  for  the  Immaculate  Mother  will  grow  ever  stronger. 
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HOLY  FATHER  GRANTS  AUDIIlSl 


After  its  audience  with  the  Holy  Father,  the  ^ 
Pilgrimage  members  posed  for  a picture  with  T 
two  of  the  famous  Swiss  guards. 

On  October  13th  the  Pilgrimage  visited  Fatima 
to  participate  in  the  ceremonies  commemorating 
the  33rd  anniversary  of  the  "‘Sixth  apparition” 
of  Our  Lady.  While  participating  in  the  cere- 
monies the  members  of  the  Pilgrimage  were 
privileged  to  witness  a miracle  — the  cure  of  a 
crippled  girl. 
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ICE  TO  SCARBORO  PILGRIMAGE 


Early  in  October  the  Scarboro-sponsored 
Pilgrimage  had  the  honor  of  a Special  Audience 
with  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII  in  Castel 
Gondolfo,  the  summer  residence  of  His  Holiness. 

Standing  to  the  Pope’s  right  is  Very  Rev. 
Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  Superior  General  of 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  To  the 
left  of  the  Holy  Father  is  Rev.  James  Leonard, 
S.F.M.,  Spritual  Director  of  the  Pilgrimage. 
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The  farmer,  a relatively  pros- 
perous one,  finally  rose  to  leave. 
“Well,”  he  said.  “I  guess  that 
covers  everything.  Thank  you, 
Father,  for  calling  in  yesterday;  I 
was  not  there,  as  you  know!”  And 
he  added,  looking  down  at  his  muddy 
shoes:  “Yes,  I realize  now  the  im- 
portance of  fixing  up  my  marriage 
and  ril  be  here  on  the  appointed  day 
with  my  woman;  I’m  sure  Juanito 
will  be  glad.  Adios,  Father.”  The 
young  priest  looked  silently  at  the 
retreating  figure.  “Yes”,  he  mused  to 
himself,  “I’m  sure  Juanito  will  be 
VERY  glad”.  Returning  slowly  to 
his  desk  he  pondered  all  that  had 
transpired  since  that  day  two  months 
before  when  . . . 

The  knock  on  the  door  was  insist- 
ent. It  was  about  one-thirty  and 
Father  Anthony  had  just  gone  to 
take  a little  siesta.  He  had  hopes  of 
enjoying  it,  too,  as  all  was  quiet  for 
a change.  The  radio  next  door  was 
off,  the  children  had  left  for  school, 
and  all  the  roosters  were  over  on  the 
other  side  of  the  town  park.  But 
that  knock  I The  missionary  mum- 
bled under  his  breath  and  thought 
how  nice  it  would  be  to  be  left  alone, 
undisturbed,  just  for  half  an  hour. 
Then  the  knock  came  again,  timid 
but  insistent!  Now,  Father  Anthony 
is  a pleasant  young  man,  noted  for 
his  sense  of  humor  and  the  mis- 
chievous glint  of  his  grey  eyes,  but 


right  then  his  expression  was  mildly 
frightening.  “To  be  all  things  to  all 
men,”  he  muttered,  staring  through 
the  mosquito  net,  “but  does  that  mean 
for  every  single  minute  of  the  day?” 
With  this  he  swung  his  long  legs 
out  of  the  bed  and  called  out  with  a 
minimum  of  courtesy.  “Yes,  I’m 
coming,  just  a minute!”  So,  to  the 
door  he  went,  expecting  someone  to 
hand  him  a penny  for  Saint  Michael 
and  ask  for  a holy  card,  and,  it  must 
be  admitted,  there  was  a quip  ready 
to  be  directed  to  all  and  sundry  who 
come  at  such  an  hour  on  such  very 
urgent  business.  The  door  swung 
open  and  there  he  stood, — a little  boy 
about  eight  years  old.  Father  An- 
thony knew  all  the  town  boys,  but 
this  was  not  one  of  them;  this  was  a 
“country”  lad.  The  youngster’s  legs 
were  streaked  with  mud,  he  perspired 
freely,  and  there  were  tell-tale  traees 
of  tears  on  his  face.  Before  the  priest 
could  speak,  the  boy  clutehed  his 
hand,  kissed  it,  and  held  on  tight.  A 
disarming  approach  and  the  priest’s 
quip  was  quickly  forgotten. 

“Padre”,  he  exclaimed,  “it’s  my 
father;  he’s  very  bad”! 

“Is  he  dying?” 

“Oh,  no.  Father,  you  don’t  under- 
stand. He’s  not  sick  at  all.  He’s 
going  to  Hell!  That’s  what  you  said 
when  you  said  Mass  in  our  Chapel 
and  that’s  what  m^  aunt  Josef  a says, 
too;  she’s  my  god-mother  and  she 
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. . this  was  a ^country'  lad." 


knows!”  His  grubby  little  fists  dug 
into  his  eyes  trying  to  stop  the  tears 
and  the  thin  shoulders  shook  with 
sobs.  Father  Anthony,  completely  at 
bay,  led  the  boy  into  his  office  and 
pointed  to  a chair. 

“Sit  down  there  a moment, — ^now, 
what’s  your  name?” 

“I’m  Juanito,  Padre,  and  I came 
to  tell  you  about  my  father  and  all 
the  way  into  town  I prayed  to  the 
Virgin  and  I wasn’t  afraid  when  I 
crossed  the  river  and  I was  afraid 
only  once  of  Anselmo’s  bull  when  I 
went  through  the  pasture,  and  I ran ! ” 
“Now,  wait,  son — one  thing  at  a 
time”,  the  priest  interrupted.  “What’s 
your  other  name?” 

“My  other  name  is  , and 

Tica,  she’s  my  sister,  and  she’s  a 
scaredy  cat  and  wouldn’t  come  to 
town  with  me  and  I told  her  not  to 
tell  I was  coming  to  the  pueblo,  but 
I know  she  went  and  told ; she  always 
does!” 

“I’m  getting  to  the  bottom  of  this 
in  a hurry”.  Father  Anthony  mum- 
bled to  himself.  “This  lad  is  really 
wound  up”.  But  by  dint  of  pointed 
questions  and  quick  interruptions  he 

MISSIONS 


finally  extracted  the  complete  story: 
Juanito  was  from  a country  district, 
not  too  far  from  town,  but  certainly 
too  distant  for  a youngster  like  him 
to  be  travelling  alone.  His  mother 
had  died  a few  years  previous  and  it 
was  then  that  Aunt  Josef  a assumed 
charge  of  the  two  children.  Only 
from  time  to  time  did  the  boy  see  his 
father.  At  first  Juanito  did  not 
understand  why  his  father  no  longer 
lived  with  them  as  he  did  in  the  old 
days  and  often  prayed  for  his  return. 
Assisting  at  Mass  in  the  district 
Chapel,  the  youngster  heard  what  the 
priest  said  about  those  living  in  con- 
cubinage. But  that  point  he  did  not 
understand,  either,  for  the  moment. 
But  he’d  find  out,  he’d  go  to  the  in- 
fallible source  of  all  information. 
Aunt  Josef  a.  So  after  Mass  he  did, 
and  she  verified  the  priest’s  words. 
For  his  years  Juanito  had  a quick 
mind  and  immediately  grew  sus- 
picious of  his  father  so  he  cornered 
his  god-mother  again,  and  she,  before 
realizing  it,  revealed  the  bitter  truth. 
So,  now  he  knew!  His  father  would 
never  return  because  he  had  another 
woman  and  worst  of  all  was  living  the 
“bad  life”  and  surely  would  go  to 
Hell. 

Father  Anthony  was  not  impressed, 
as  he  had  heard  too  many  similar 
stories  and  had  seen  their  evil  con- 
sequences so  often  before.  But  the 
boy’s  attitude  did  impress  him  very 
much.  Here  was  either  an  expert 
actor,  or  a tender  soul  gifted  with 
unusual  spiritual  insight.  Finally, 
however,  the  priest  was  satisfied  that 
the  lad  belonged  to  the  latter  cate- 
gory. Much  calmer  now,  especially 
when  assured  that  the  missionary 
would  pray  for  his  father  and  speak 
to  him  at  the  first  opportunity,  Ju- 
anito said  eagerly: 

“Tica,  she  likes  my  father  very 
much!  I must  not  tell  her,  eh 
Padre?” 

“No,  don’t  tell  Tica.  This  is  a 
secret  between  Aunt  Josef  a,  yourself, 

Page  Nineteen 


and  the  Padre.  You  must  return 
home  now  and  never  run  away  again. 
Pray  hard  for  your  father  and  the 
Virgin  will  do  the  rest;  She’ll  see  to 
it  that  he’s  properly  married.” 

The  priest  called  the  workman, 
whispered  a few  instructions  to  him, 
and  shortly  afterwards  Juanito  left,  in 
state  this  time,  riding  behind  the 
workman  on  the  mule.  Munching 
some  “town”  bread,  he  seemed  much 
happier.  “Adios,  Padre”,  he  shouted 
out,  “I’m  going  to  pray  very  much  to 
the  Virgin!” 


that  toucheth  pitch,  shall 
be  defiled  by  it:  and  he  that 
hath  fellowship  with  the  proud, 
shall  put  on  pride.” 

Eccles.  Chap.  13,  Ver.  1 


By  this  time  all  desire  for  that 
siesta  had  gone,  so  after  writing  a 
short  note  to  the  district  sheriff  asking 
him  to  send  in  Juanito’s  father,  the 
young  missionary  went  about  his 
usual  duties.  Days  and  weeks  passed, 
but  the  father  did  not  come.  On  a 
sick-call  one  day  Father  Anthony  met 
the  sheriff  who  informed  him  that  he 
had  delivered  the  message  and  that 
the  man  would  go  to  town  “one  of 
these  days”.  So,  it  was  evident  that 
Juanito’s  father  was  not  particularly 
interested  in  visiting  the  presbytery. 
This  attitude  did  not  surprise  the 
priest  either ; he  had  seen  it  too 
often — that  hard-shelled  indifference 
of  those  who  fall  away  from  the  prac- 
tice of  their  Faith. 

Some  days  later,  as  he  was  unvest- 
ing after  Mass,  the  priest  heard  the 
unmistakable  jingle  of  spurs  and  the 
scuff-scuff  of  bare  feet  on  the  pave- 
ment. Strangely  enough  he  suddenly 
thought  of  Juanito’s  father  and 
thought  it  might  be  he.  However, 
he  was  wrong.  It  was  a young 
farmer  who  reported  his  grand- 
mother as  being  very  ill  and  would 
the  Padre  go  to  her  immediately?  A 
little  later  Father  Anthony  and  his 


guide  left  the  town  to  answer  the  call. 
It  so  happened  that  the  trail  led  them 
through  Juanito’s  district,  so  the 
priest  resolved  to  see  the  recalcitrant 
father  on  his  return.  Right  now. 
Granny  had  priority,  so  they  pressed 
their  sweating  mounts  forward  arriv- 
ing almost  at  the  last  moment. 
Granny,  in  a dark  corner  of  her 
poverty-stricken  hut,  was  breathing 
her  last. 

Anxious  to  speak  with  Juanito’s 
father  before  returning  to  town. 
Father  Anthony  wasted  no  time,  al- 
though he  did  anticipate  some  diffi- 
culty finding  the  house.  However,  as 
he  skirted  a heavy  growth  of  wild- 
apple,  a familiar  figure  approached 

him,  Alfonso “Your  blessing, 

Father”  he  said,  a bright  smile  on  his 
wrinkled  face  as  he  genuflected  on 
one  knee  to  the  ground.  “God  bless 
you,  Alfonso”  replied  the  priest. 
Small  talk  on  such  occasions  is  very 
important,  so  it  was  a moment  or  two 
before  Father  Anthony  could  dis- 
creetly ask  for  directions,  but  finally 
he  got  to  the  point. 

“Yes,  Father,  I know  him  well,  but 
you  won’t  find  him  at  home  today  as 
he  left  this  morning  for  San  Cristobal. 
His  sister  Josef  a,  however,  lives  just 
over  there.  Follow  this  road  and  take 
the  first  path  to  the  left.  It  will  lead 
you  to  the  river.  Cross  the  river  and 
you’ll  see  the  cabin  on  the  opposite 
bank.  Yoii  can’t  miss  it”. 

Moments  later,  horse  and  rider 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  little  hut.  The 
door  stood  open,  but  all  was  very 
quiet.  “Buenos  dias!”  cried  the 
priest.  But  there  was  no  answer.  This 
time  louder:  “Buenos  dias!”  But  still 
there  was  no  reply.  “Strange”, 
mused  the  priest,  “but  they  must  be 


“Do  not  heed  the  thought  that 
love  is  for  the  other  world;  it 
is  for  this  also;  and  the  true  life 
is  the  life  of  love.” 

(Just  de  Bretenieres,  Martyred 
in  Korea,  1865.) 
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nearby, — they  never  go  visiting  with- 
out locking  up.”  Directing  his  mount 
to  the  shade  of  a nearby  mango  tree, 
Father  Anthony  dismounted  and  de- 
cided to  wait.  “Time  to  say  my 
beads,  maybe”,  he  muttered  to  him- 
self as  he  selected  a cool  rock  for  a 
seat.  Then  a dog  barked.  The  sound 
came  from  a thick  growth  of  trees  a 
short  distance  beyond  the  hut. 
“They’re  gathering  fire-wood  prob- 
ably” surmised  the  missionary  as  he 
began  his  Rosary.  But  suddenly  his 
prayers  were  again  interrupted,  this 
time  by  a long  piercing  scream  of  a 
woman. 

Completely  alert  and  sensing 
trouble,  Fr.  Anthony  leaped  to  the 
saddle,  spurred  his  horse  and  gal- 
loped off  into  the  wooded  area.  Pan- 
icky and  nervous  now,  the  horse 
plunged  with  wild  abandon  through 
thickets  and  brambles,  his  rider  hold- 
ing on  grimly.  No  path  was  in  evi- 
dence and  only  with  difficulty  did  the 
priest  manage  to  rein  in  the  fright- 
ened animal  so  that  he  could  listen 
for  human  voices.  Suddenly  another 
scream  sounded,  closer  this  time  and 
to  his  left.  Proceeding  cautiously,  he 
soon  reached  a path  which  he  fol- 
lowed. The  cries  came  loud  and 
clear  now  and  at  a sudden  turn  of 
the  trail  there  was  Aunt  Josef  a,  rock- 
ing back  and  forth  on  her  knees  and 
crying  pitifully,  while  Tica  stood 
dumbly  at  her  side.  The  priest’s  call 
startled  the  old  lady:  “Tia  Josefa,  are 
you  hurt?” 


“Oh,  it’s  the  Padre”  she  cried,  “no. 
Padre,  Fm  not  hurt,  but  as  I live, 
God  sent  you  here  this  day ! Look  in 
there.  Father,”  she  cried,  pointing  to 
a dense  thicket.  “He  had  been  sick 
with  the  fever  and  was  acting  strange- 
ly for  the  last  few  days.  This  morn- 
ing when  I awoke  he  had  gone  and 
only  now  did  I find  him”.  Dismount- 
ing quickly.  Father  Anthony  thrust 
his  arm  into  the  dense  foliage  and 
peered  through.  Inside,  the  thicket 
was  rudely  cleared  with  a dense  pro- 
tecting wall  of  bramble  all  about.  On 
a tree  hung  a rain-stained  picture  of 
Our  Lady.  “His  little  trysting  place 
with  the  Virgin”,  said  the  priest,  as 
he  raised  his  hand  in  blessing  over 
the  frail  little  body  of  Juanito, 
stretched  out  in  death  on  the  damp 
ground. 


Father  Mike  MacSween,  S.F.M.,  was  on 
hand  to  welcome  Fathers  M.  Carey  and 
F.  O'Grady  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  when  they  landed  re- 
cently at  Cuidad  Trujillo  to  begin  their 
missionary  work  in  Santo  Domingo. 
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Mary’s  Modes  of  Zraoel 


Our 

Lady 

of 

Fatima 


A Sidelight  on  Mission  Life  in  Santo  Domingo 


Here  in  Canada,  we  never 
think  of  drinking  rain  water, 
yet  it  ought  to  be  the  purest 
of  water,  if  caught  in  a clean  ves- 
sel. Many  a man,  stranded  on  the 
ocean  in  a small  boat  or  raft,  has 
been  saved  from  death  by  thirst 
through  collecting  rain  water. 

Everyone  knows  that  in  the  Trop- 
ics there  are  the  rainy  seasons,  and 
the  periods  of  extreme  drought. 
During  the  wet  season  much  good 
water  goes  to  waste,  and  during  the 
dry  season  there  is  much  useless 
regret  that  a few  weeks  previously 
so  much  of  it  was  allowed  to  go, 
uncontrolled  and  unbridled.  Some 
solve  the  difficulty  in  a logical  way, 
collect  the  water  and  keep  it  in  a 
tank  or  reservoir,  for  during  the 
drought  it  will  be  at  a premium. 

Most  of  the  parish  houses  in  the 
Dominican  Republic,  while  by  no 
means  palatial,  have  tin  roofs,  and 
it  was  a simple  matter  to  put  up 
eavestroughs,  also  of  tin,  or  zinc, 
or  even  of  split  bamboo  poles. 
Through  these,  the  rain  water  was 
directed  to  the  cement  reservoir,  or 
an  air-tight  zinc  tank. 

This  is  not  the  only  water  supply, 
of  course.  In  every  fair-sized  town 
there  is  an  artesian  well,  with  either 
a windmill,  or  a gasoline-driven 
pump.  The  water  is  pumped  from 
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these  never- failing  wells  into  large 
concrete  tanks,  and  is  tapped  off 
into  the  buckets  to  be  carried  on  the 
heads  of  the  citizens  to  their  homes. 

It  is  not  always  necessary,  as  it 
is  in  China,  to  boil  the  water  before 
drinking  it,  but  it  is  advisable  to  do 
so.  In  China  you  take  your  life  in 
your  hands  if  you  drink  it  without 
boiling.  There,  the  buckets  used  to 
dip  water  from  the  public  wells  may 
be  contaminated  by  cholera  and  ty- 
phoid germs,  or  germs  of  other  con- 
tagious deadly  diseases,  and  these 
in  turn  contaminate  the  drinking 
water.  What  is  a necessity  in  China, 
in  Santo  Domingo  is  a wise  pre- 
caution. 

The  shower  bath  in  Santo  Do- 
mingo is  as  ingenious  as  it  is 
simple.  In  the  country  places,  and 
in  towns  and  villages  where  there 
are  no  water  works,  a ten-gallon  can 
of  water  is  suspended  from  the  ceil- 
ing of  the  bath  room.  To  the  bot- 
tom of  this  can  is  soldered  a sprink- 
ler similar  to  that  on  a gardener’s 
sprinkling  can,  with  a valve  at- 
tached. The  spray  from  such  a home- 
made shower  is  as  cool  and  refresh- 
ing as  any  that  ever  came  from  the 
latest  in  Crane  plumbing. 

In  recent  years  the  Dominican 
Government  has  expended  millions 
of  dollars  installing  modern  water 
systems  in  all  its  larger  cities  and 
towns  — an  improvement  for  the 
health,  as  well  as  for  the  comfort, 
of  the  citizens. 
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SAN-EN  or  THREE  MONKEYS 

SAN-EN  (Three  Monkeys)  are  among  the  most 
popular  products  that  many  tourists  to  Nikko, 

Japan,  take  home  as  keepsakes.  They  usually 
represent  a set  of  three  monkeys  joined  together,  and 
with  their  forepaws  one  covers  his  eyes,  the  second 
its  mouth,  and  the  third  its  ears.  They  are  very 
popular  in  Japan,  and  are  often  painted  on  a kake- 
mono (hanging  scroll)  or  carved  as  ornaments.  You 
will  find  carvings  of  the  Three  Monkeys  in  many 
Buddhist  temples  and  on  the  stone  highway  direction 
signs. 

The  Three  Monkeys  are  said  to  have  their  origin 
in  the  Nanuman,  an  Indian  deity;  hut  in  Japan,  they  are  attributed  to  an 
invention  of  Priest  Dengyo,  founder  of  the  Tendai  sect,  who  lived  in  the 
ninth  century. 

In  the  Japanese  language  “saru”  or  euphonically,  “zaru”,  means  both 
“don’t”  and  “monkey”.  “Iwa-zaru”,  for  instance,  which  really  means  “don’t 
speak”  makes  a homonymous  suggestion  of  “monkey”  to  the  Japanese  ear.  In 
a similar  way  is  a monkey  suggested  by  “Mi-zaru”  (don’t  see)  and  “Kika- 
zaru”  (don’t  hear).  “Evil”,  of  course,  is  understood  after  each  of  the  three 
“don’ts”.  The  Three  Monkeys  Are: 

Mi-zaru  — Don’t-see-evil  Monkey. 

Iwa-zaru  — Don’t-say-evil  Monkey. 

Kika-zaru  — Don’t-hear-evil  Monkey. 


THE  BURSE  OF  THE  MONTH 


ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  BURSE-$5,000 


400  years  ago  St.  Francis 
Xavier  brought  the  Faith 
to  Asia. 


Today  young  men  are 
studying  to  follow  in  his 
footsteps. 


A contribution  to  the  *'St. 
Francic  Xavier  Burse”  will 
help  defray  the  expense  of 
educating  these  aspirants  to 
the  missionary  priesthood. 


Address  all  contributions  to: 


VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 


NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  which  may  be  used  in 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 
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Dear  Buds, 

It  is  getting  close  to  Christmas. 
That’s  a happy  thought.  You 
know,  when  I was  a little  fellow, 
I used  to  he  getting  pretty  excited 
just  about  this  time.  The  thought 
of  Santa  Claus,  Christmas  presents, 
Christmas  stockings  and  Christmas 
trees  certainly  gave  me  a real 
thrill.  And  when  the  actual  day 
came  and  there  were  the  presents 
from  Santa,  the  tree  with  its 
candles  and  gifts,  and  the  wonder- 
ful Christmas  dinner,  well  life  was 
really  worth  living. 

Adding  to  the  excitement  was 
the  Altar  Boys’  Practice,  which 
we  had  every  day  for  about  ten 
days  immediately  before  Christ- 
mas. This  was  in  preparation  for 
Midnight  Mass.  I can  still  recall 
the  joy  of  walking  to  the  church 
for  Midnight  Mass.  I guess  I 
drove  my  dear  mother  nearly 
frantic  urging  her  to  hurry  up  so 
that  I would  not  be  too  late  to 
serve  on  the  altar.  I fear  that 
boys  (and  girls,  too,)  fail  to  real- 
ize that  mothers  have  other  things 
to  do  than  give  their  full  attention 
to  one  member  of  the  family. 

After  Midnight  Mass,  mom,  dad, 
grandad,  my  sisters  and  I would 
walk  home,  working  up  a good 
appetite  for  the  “eats”  mom  had 
prepared  before  we  left.  My  sisters 


and  I used  to  he  quite  impatient. 
We  wanted  to  get  home  in  a hurry 
to  see  if  Santa  had  arrived.  But 
granddad  was  quite  old  and  could 
not  walk  fast.  I guess  we  lived 
too  far  from  the  center  of  the  city 
for  no  motter  how  long  it  took  us 
to  walk  home,  Santa  never  got 
there  before  we  did.  He  always 
came  sometime  after  we  went  to 
bed. 

I suppose  most  of  you  buds  will 
be  looking  for  gifts  from  Santa 
and  I guess  most  of  you  will  be 
going  to  Midnight  Mass.  I hope 
all  of  you  get  the  same  thrill  out 
of  Christmas  Midnight  Mass  and 
the  visit  from  Santa  that  I enjoy- 
ed. I hope,  too,  that  you  will  do 
something  that  I never  did.  I 
hope  you  will  remember  the 
millions  of  boys  and  girls  who 
know  nothing  about  Christmas, 
about  Midnight  Mass  and  Santa. 

When  I was  a boy  there  was  no 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
there  was  no  Rose  Garden,  and  no 
“Father  Jim”  to  tell  me  about  the 
pagan  people  and  how  we  should 
pray  for  them.  But  you  know  about 
those  poor  people  and  I am  sure 
that  at  Christmas  Midnight  Mass 
you  will  remember  them  and  pray 
for  them. 

HAPPY  CHRISTMAS,  BUDS! 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim : 

1 am  sending  you  a box  of  used 
postage  stamps  I have  collected  with 
the  help  of  two  friends,  Philip  Power 
and  James  Hanlon.  / hope  you  get 
them  O.K.  I am  also  sending  you 
$1.00  in  aid  of  the  new  Seminary  on 
behalf  of  my  little  nephew  Jimmy  who 
is  now  very  sick. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Andrew  Shapter, 

2 Monroe  St., 

St.  John^s,  N fid. 

Dear  Andrew: 

I was  so  pleased  to  hear  from  you. 
Thank  you  for  the  stamps  you,  Philip 
and  James  collected  and  sent  us.  Real 
team  work  like  that  is  bound  to  bring 
good  results.  Sending  that  donation 
for  the  new  Seminary  was  very  gen- 
erous of  you.  When  Our  Lord  sees 
how  kind  you  were  to  His  missions  I 
have  no  doubt  that  your  little  nephew 
will  be  well  on  the  road  to  recovery. 
We  will  certainly  remember  your 
nephew  in  our  prayers.  Keep  up 
your  good  work  and  pray  very  hard 
for  us  and  ask  God  to  grant  us  more 
vocations  to  the  Missionary  Priest- 
hood. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  join  St.  Theresa  s 
Rose  Garden.  I am  ten  years  old  and 
go  to  Leonard  School.  I will  save 
stamps  and  pennies  for  the  missions. 
Please  send  me  a mite  box  and  I will 
pray  for  the  success  of  the  missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Nancy  T urner, 

98  D’Auteuil, 

Quebec,  P.Q. 

Dear  Nancy; 

Welcome  to  the  Little  Flower’s 
Rose  Garden.  Across  Canada,  the 
United  States,  China,  Japan,  India, 
as  well  as  the  Dominican  Re- 
public, England  and  Ireland,  we 
have  buds  who  are  also  members  of 
our  Rose  Garden.  With  all  of  these 
boys  and  girls  praying  for  the 
missions  I’m  sure  St.  Theresa  is 
well  pleased. 

Try  to  be  faithful  to  the  rules  of 
the  Rose  Garden.  Invite  some  of 
your  friends  to  join  too,  because  we 
need  more  and  more  members  to  help 
in  the  work  of  the  foreign  missions. 

God  will  bless  you  a great  deal  for 
your  kindness  and  be  assured  of  a 
share  in  all  of  our  Masses. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  join  the  Rose 
Garden,  W ould  you  please  send  me  a 
mite  box.  1 am  in  grade  six  at  St. 
Joseph’s  School. 

Yours  truly, 

Monica  Hefjernan, 

R.R.  No.  8, 

Peterboro,  Ont. 

Dear  Monica: 

May  I extend  a big  welcome  to  you. 
I must  say  I haven’t  heard  from 
Peterboro  for  quite  a long  time.  See 
what  you  can  do  at  St.  Joseph’s  for 
us,  will  you,  as  we  would  like  to  have 
more  buds  for  our  garden.  After  all, 
one  of  our  missionaries  is  from 
Peterboro  so  he  will  be  counting  on 
the  buds  to  pray  for  him  a great  deal. 

I am  enclosing  a mite  box  and  a 
prayer  card  for  you.  Please  write 
again,  soon.  I look  forward  to  letters 
from  my  Rose  Buds.  I am  sure  Our 
Dear  Lord  must  be  pleased  to  know 
that  so  many  young  people  are  pray- 
ing and  working  for  the  missions. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 


Lef»  to  Right:  Pat  Sandford,  40  Lunness  Rd., 
Alderwood,  N.B.;  Teresa  Woods,  R.R.  No.  1, 
South  Nelson,  N.B.;  Barbara  Timothy,  St. 
Josephs'  Academy,  Amherstburg,  Ont. 


Kindness 

Like  the  incense -laden  chapel 
When  the  solemn  mass  is  done; 
Like  the  afterglow  of  glory 
At  the  setting  of  the  sun; 

Like  the  silent,  sacred  stillness 
With  the  coming  of  the  snow, 

Or  the  dew  on  dusty  flowers 
When  the  shades  of  night  are  low, 
Follows,  in  the  wake  of  kindness. 
Such  a sweetness  and  a peace 
As  the  tvrilight  benediction 
Of  a golden-vested  priest. 

— Hugh  F.  X.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 


Dear  Father  Jim : 

Enclosed  you  will  find  two  dollars 
($2.00)  which  is  the  contents  of  my 
Little  Flower  s Rose  Garden  mite  box. 

I am  beginning  High  School  this 
fall  and  I hope  you  will  remember  me 
in  your  prayers. 

Respectfully  yours, 

Anna  Margaret  Smith, 

Box  204, 

Iroquois  Falls,  Ont. 

Dear  Anna  Margaret: 

Thank  you  indeed  for  your  kind 
donation  to  the  missions.  That  is  a 
fine  way  to  begin  your  school  term 
by  helping  those  less  fortunate  than 
yourself.  Pagan  children  are  so 
helpless  when  it  comes  to  saving  their 
souls  that  we  must  do  all  we  can  to 
help  them  reach  heaven.  That’s 
where  the  value  of  your  prayers  and 
sacrifices  come  in.  The  more  Rose 
Buds  we  have  in  our  Garden  doing 
this  the  better  it  will  be  for  the 
missions. 

God  will  certainly  bless  you  and  be 
assured  of  a share  in  our  Masses  and 
prayers. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Chirst, 

Father  Jim. 


“Don’t  be  afraid  of  being  laughed  at.  You  will  crown  all  by  keeping 
up  the  tender  love  of  a little  child  for  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  a confiding 
trust  in  your  Guardian  Angel.” 

(Blessed  Theophane  Venard  — Martyred  for  the  Faith  in  Tonquin, 
French  Indo- China.) 
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New  Members 
and  Pen  Pals 


MISCELLANEOUS 

Tei’esa  Woods  (17),  South  Nelson,  N.B. ; 
Elizabeth  Harden  (13),  24  Church  St.  E., 
Welland.  Ont. ; Peter  Brisbois  (8),  42 
McNaughton  Rd.,  Leaside,  Ont.;  Jane 
Brisbois  (6),  42  McNaughton  Rd.,  Leaside, 
Ont.;  Mary  Lorraine  Watson,  Green  St., 
Newcastle,  N.B. ; Sheila  Watson,  Green 
St.,  Newcastle.  N.B. ; Sheila  McDonnell, 
Green  Valley,  Ont. ; Anna  Margaret  Smith, 
Box  204  Iroquois  Falls,  Ont. ; Doreen 
March,  St.  Michael’s  College,  St.  George’s, 
Nfld. ; Catherine  Watson  (10),  113  Wood- 
mount  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Elizabeth 
Watson  (13),  113  Woodmount  Ave.,  To- 
ronto, Ont.;  Anderson  Mack  (7),  8 Boon 
Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Josephine  Lewis  (12), 
Fleur-de-lys,  White  Bay,  Nfld. ; Janet 
Plante  (8),  935  Lena  St.,  Windsor,  Ont. 

ROCKYFORD,  ALTA. 

Jeannette  Kuyten,  Elizabeth  Lyons, 
Darlene  V^elker,  Kay  Lyons,  Frances  Kuy- 
ten. Sylvia  Katterhagen,  Locille  Holchier, 
Allison  Hughes,  Allan  Munchrath. 


In  Thanksgiving  for  a special 
favour  received  and  a promise 
to  publish. 

— Mrs.  S.  C.,  Ferris,  Ont. 


J O <‘^.3  3^ 

May  the  Holy  Child  bless  you. 


Scarboro  Priests  in  Santo  Domingo  gather  together  for  their  Annual  Retreat.  Left  to  right, 
seated:  Rev.  Wm.  Matte,  Rev.  L.  Beal,  Rev.  Retreat  Master,  Rev.  J.  King,  Rev.  G.  Doyle,  Rev.  Wm. 
McNabb,  Rev.  J.  McCarthy.  Standing:  Rev.  J.  Ernewein,  Rev.  J.  Keelor,  Rev.  J.  Murphy, 
Rev.  C.  MacDonald,  Rev.  L.  Wall,  Rev.  R.  Moore,  Rev.  M.  McSween,  Rev.  J.  Mclver,  Rev.  J. 
Moriarty,  Rev.  G.  Courtright,  Rev.  D.  McNeil  and  Rev.  W.  Allen.  Absent  on  leave  in  Canada 
at  the  time  were:  Very  Rev.  R.  Hymus,  Regional  Superior,  Rev.  J.  Fullerton,  Rev.  H.  Steele  and 

Rev.  J.  Walsh. 
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jj^NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following 
schools  as  worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Cana- 
dian Mission  History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apos- 
tolate.  Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary 
sacrifices  which  they  have  offered  to  the  said  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 
They  may  really  and  truly  call  themselves  friends  and 
helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recognized  by  all  as 
veritable  missionaries. 

Pridefully  this  month  we  mention  the  following  as  deserving 
of  special  praise: 


St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Reserve  Mines,  N.S. 

St.  Luke’s  School, 

Petawawa,  Ont. 

Holy  Infant’s  School, 
Freshwater,  Placentia,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Chapleau,  Ont. 


St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 
Clandonald,  Alta. 

St.  Edward’s  School, 
Marystown  South,  Nfld. 

St.  Bonaventure’s  College, 
St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Albert’s  School, 
Sudbury,  Ont. 


St.  Mary’s  Girls’  School,  Calgary,  Alta. 
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Anecdotes  from  the  History  and  Customs  of  Mission  Lands 
interspersed  with  Current  Topics  and  Facts. 


That  there  is  much  talk  about  the 
reestablishment  of  the  Sanhedrin 
which  in  the  Old  Testament  was  the 
Supreme  Jewish  Tribunal  empowered 
to  make  decrees  and  religious  reforms? 
The  decisions  of  the  new  Sanhedrin 
would  oblige  the  Jews  of  the  whole 
world. 

One  of  the  questions  which  will  be 
submitted  to  the  Assembly  is  whether 
the  establishment  of  the  State  of  Israel 
marks  the  beginning  of  the  Messianic 
era.  Rabbi  Maimon,  Israeli  Minister 
of  Foreign  Affairs,  believes  it  does  and 
he  holds  that  the  convocation  of  the 
Sanhedrin  would  mark  a new  step  for- 
ward. Others  hold  that  the  establish- 
ment of  the  State  of  Israeli  has  nothing 
to  do  with  the  coming  of  the  Messiah 
so  that  the  contemplated  Sanhedrin 
would  be  without  authority  and  that 
its  decrees  might  cause  a schism  in 
the  Jewish  world. 

« « » 

That  during  the  days  of  the  pil- 
grimage of  the  Fatima  statue  through 
India  stops  were  made  at  forty-three 
different  missions?  From  two  corres- 
pondents, one  in  Bangalore  and  one 
in  Bombay,  word  has  been  received 
of  a cure  which  took  place  on  St. 
Xavier’s  College  grounds,  Parel,  Bom- 
bay. These  correspondents  report  that 
the  event  aroused  much  interest  in 
India  and  that  it  was  the  subject  of 
several  articles  in  the  “Times”  of  India. 
According  to  the  correspondents.  Sister 
Beatrice  of  Mount  Mary  Convent,  who 
was  bedridden  for  twelve  years  due 
to  a spinal  injury,  was  brought  for  the 
blessing  of  the  sick  and  was  cured 
suddenly  during  the  blessing  on  the 
grounds  of  St.  Xavier’s  College. 

The  Sister  who  was  reported  cured 
was  under  medical  care  for  ten  years 
at  St.  George’s  Hospital  in  Bombay. 
Her  case  was  finally  judged  to  be  in- 
curable. She  is  now  back  in  convent 
life  with  the  Sisters  of  her  community. 
Sister  Beatrice  is  a sister  of  one  of 
the  teachers  at  St.  Vincent’s  in  Poona. 


That  coconuts,  oranges,  lemons,  man- 
goes, bananas  and  platinos  grow  in 
Santo  Domingo?  The  platino  is  a 
fruit  that  looks  like  a banana,  but 
which  is  much  larger.  It  is  usually 
sliced  and  fried,  but  may  also  be  boiled 
or  roasted  whole.  The  mango  looks 
and  tastes  a little  like  a peach.  It 
has  a smooth  skin  like  the  pear,  but 
is  very  sticky.  Coffee  also  grows  in 
this  country.  The  beans  are  ground 
much  finer  and  then  roasted  much 
darker  than  the  coffee  you  know  in 
North  America.  In  the  mornings  some 
people  may  add  a little  milk  to  their 
black  coffee,  but  it  is  usually  drunk 
clear  with  only  sugar  added. 

* * * 


That  during  the  latter  part  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  the  Pope  divided  the 
world  into  two  parts?  One  half  he 
assigned  to  Portugal  to  bring  about 
its  conversion  to  the  Christian  Faith. 
The  other  half  he  assigned  to  Spain 
for  the  same  purpose. 

Africa’s  conversion  was  to  be  brought 
about  by  Portugal.  One  of  her  explor- 
ers, Diozo  Cao  by  name,  discovered 
the  Congo  in  1483.  Diozo  was  accom- 
panied by  a priest  who  soon  set  to 
work  preparing  the  native  king  for  the 
reception  of  baptism.  Eventually,  the 
king,  his  wife  and  one  son,  became 
Christians. 

Unfortuinately,  due  to  the  king’s 
pagan  son,  a reaction  set  in.  The  king 
relapsed  into  paganism  and  the  Chris- 
tian son  was  banished.  However,  the 
young  Christian  prince  rallied  his 
forces  and  defeated  his  pagan  brother. 
He  did  his  utmost  to  promote  Chris- 
tianity. In  1513  he  sent  a number  of 
native  princes  to  Lisbon  to  prepare 
themselves  for  the  priesthood.  One  of 
these  was  the  king’s  own  son  who,  in 
due  time,  became  the  bishop  of  the 
chief  city  of  Baji. 

Such  was  the  beginning  of  the  long 
history  of  missionary  activity  in  the 
Congo. 
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SCARBORO 


Christmas  Gift  Suggestions 

For  Your  Library: 

Book : 

FATIMA  OR  WORLD  SUICIDE— $1.00 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

Pamphlet: 

WILL  FATIMA  SAVE  AMERICA?— 10c 
by  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

For  Home,  Church  and  School: 

PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue— a replica  of 
the  now  famous  PILGRIM  VIRGIN  Statue. 

Sizes  and  Prices 

14"  high  $ 4.00 

26"  high  30.00 

50"  high  150.00 

all  prices  F.O.B.  at  point  of  delivery. 

For  Private  Devotion: 

PICTURES  AND  CARDS — ^beautiful  color  reproductions  of  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima. 

Pictures:  8"  x 10’^  — Single  copies,  25c;  orders  of  five  or  more, 20c  each;  orders  of 
100,  $15.00. 

Cards:  Prayer  Book  size  — Single  copies,  5c;  orders  of  100,  $2.00. 


USE  THIS  HANDY  COUPON. 


Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  BlufiFs,  Ontario  (Canada) 

Enclosed  please  find  the  sum  of  $ 

for:  ... 

Book  (s) ; ... 

Pamphlet  (s);  Statue  (s),  size  

....  Pictures;  

...  Cards. 

Mail  this  order  to: 

NAME  

ADDRESS  

MISSIONS 
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$5.00  will  put  another  BRICK  in  our  Christmas  Stocking  for  th| 
Building  Fund  and  help  us  build  our  New  Seminary  to  accommoj 
date  the  increasing  number  of  young  men  who  wish  to  stud'j 
for  the  missionary  priesthood.  , 

Use  this  Handy  Form , 

/ 

Very  Rev.  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  : 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General, 

Attached  please  find  the  sum  of  ^ to  place  ^ ■ Brick  (s)  i 

your  Christmas  Stocking  for  the  Building  Fund.  Please  send  me  ap  official  receipt  rc 
computing  Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  a charitable  cause. 

From: 

Address:  


Pa 


